Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



itized by Google 



I 



.a-('y,''H. '."!,- 



S3f£(m.fr ssmsr 



}?artarti CoUrgf l^iljrarp 

flMBM|rT,„,C»oglc 



DinitizedbyGoOglc 

kH*S.B.l.AUPU„^ 



itized by Google 



itized by Google 



itized by Google 



LADY BOUNTIFUL 

•, i. BIIMIHOHAM 



itized^Googlc 



Bt 6. A. BIRHINGHAM 

LAST BOUNTVUL 

ASwmtnvMMU or thc hiobt 

Vr, THl UBXI^! 

OUS CUirALlT AND OTRU tTOBIU 



•PARISH BOUl 
I.ALAai'B LOTZU 
THl aXABCH PASTT 
THX UHPKlIfS PLOT 

thc kajox's n»cb 

PUscilla'i hpiu 

thi rmd hans op ulvrb 

THX At>nHTUBZ§ OW MU W H1 TT » 

nn UKTHIKS POT 

THl IAD Tnm 

RTACmTB 

nOH lUBLIN TO CHICASO 

NEW TORK 
GBORGB H. DORAK COUPANT 



itized by Google 



LADY BOUNTIFUL 



Q. m. BIBMINGHAM 

aaMor of, -HiCMtiirtrt •/ tlit NigKt," "Up, tht 

lUbdir "Our CaitutUy" "Sputiuh Gctd," 

''Tht lOand Myitery," etc. 



COHPAMT 

Google 



NEW ^IF YORK 
GEORGE H. DORAN COHPAMT 



H«»AIO COUtSI ItlUtT 
KQUEST OF 

wmwAH) nacon 
MMJurr 17, i))3 



Copifright, IQSS, 
By George S. Dorm Compaag 



Priuted tn tTte Vidted Staiei of America 

Dinitized by Google 



CONTENTS 



I LADT BOUHTirUL .... 

II THX ITKIBX BMtAEER . . 

nt TBM WJkCUhTV or MCDICINB . 

IT A LUNATIC AT LABS! . . . 

T IHK BANDI Or BALLTeOTTBRT 

■n RAKTma thb tkain . . . 

m unlawfol poHEmoN 

Till A BOOL FOR A UFK . 



103 
ISO 

186 



PART TWO 

IZ A BQtD IN HAND .... 

X ram evebald pendant . . 

XI UTTLED ODT OF COURT . . . 

xn A COMPETENT ICECHANIC . 

xm mr niece kittt . . . . 

ZIT A KOTAL MAKBIAOE . . . . 

XT AITNT NELL ...... 



204 

SI9 
988 



itized by Google 



itized by Google 



LADY BOUNTIFUL 
PAKT ONE 



,t,z.db,Googlc 



itized by Google 



LADY BOUNTIFUL 

PAKT ONE 
I 

LADY BOUNTIFUL 

SOCIETY in the west of Ireland is beauti- 
fully tol^ant. A man may do many 
things there, things frowned on elsewhere, 
without losing caste. He may, for instance, 
drink heavily, appearing in public when plainly 
intoxicated, and no one thinks much the worse 
of him. He may be in debt up to the verge of 
bankruptcy and yet retain his position in society. 
But he may not marry his cook. When old Sir 
Tony Corless did that, he lost caste. He was a 
baronet of long descent, being, in fact, the fifth 
Corless who held the title. 

Castle AfFey was a fine old place, one of the 
best houses in the county, but people stopped 
going there and stopped asking Sir Tony to din- 
ner. They could not stand the cook. 

9 
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10 LADY BOUNTIFUL 

Bridie Malone was her name before abe be- 
oaine Lady Corless. She was the daug^tter of 
the blacksmith in the village at the gates of 
Castle Affey, and she was at least forty years 
yomiger than Sir Tony. People shook their 
heads when they heard of the marriage and said 
that the old gentlemui must be doting. 

"It isn't even as if she was a reasonably good- 
looking girl," said Captain Corless, pathetically. 
"If she had been a beauty I could have under- 
stood it, but — ^the poor old dad I" 

Captain Corless was the son of another, a Tery 
different Lady Corless, and some day he in his 
turn would bec<Mne Sir Tony. Meanwhile, bar- 
ing suffered a disabling wound early in the war, 
he had secured a pleasant and fairly well-paid 
post as inspector imder the Irish Government. 
No one, not even Captain Corless himself, knew 
exacts what he inspected, but there was no un- 
certainty about the salary. It was paid quar- 
terly. 

Bridie Malone was not good-looldng. Cap- 
iain Corless was perfectly right about that. She 
was very imperfectly educated. She could sign 
her name, but the writing of anything except 
her name was a difBculty to her. She could read, 
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LADY BOUNTIFUL 11 

though only if the print were large and the 
words were not too long. 

But she possessed certain qualities not very 
common in any dass. She had, for instance, 
quite enough conunon sense to save her f rcMn pos- 
ing as a great lady. " Sir Tony lost caste hy his 
marriage. Bridie Malone did not sacrifice a 
single friend when she became Lady Corless. 
She remained on excellent terms with her father, 
her six younger sisters, and her four brothers. 
She remained on excellent terms with everyone 
in the village. 

In the big house of which she became mistress 
she had her difficulties at first. The other ser- 
vants, especially the butler and tiie upper house- 
maid, resented her prranotion and sou^^t new 
situations. Bridie replaced them, replaced the 
whole staff with relatives of her own. 

Castle Affey was run by the Malone family. 
Danny, a young man idio helped his father in 
the forge, became butler. Sarah Malone, Susy 
Malone, and MolUe Malone swept the floors, 
made the beds, and lit the fires. Bridie taught 
jhem their duties and saw that they did. them 
thoroughly. Though she was Lady Corless, she 
took her meals with her family in the servants' 
hall and made it her business to see that Sir 
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12 LADY BOUNTIFUL 

Tony was thoroughly comfortable and well-fed. 
The old gentleman had never been so comfort- 
able in his life, or better fed. 

He had never been so free from worry. 
Bridie took over the management of the garden 
and farm. She employed her own relatives. 
There was an ample supply of them, for almost 
everyone in the village was related to the Ma- 
lones. She paid good wages, but she insisted on 
getting good work, and ^e never tUlowed her 
husbfmd to trouble about anything. 

Old Sir Tony found life a much easier busi- 
ness than he had ever found it before. He 
chuckled when Captain Corless, who paid an 
occasional visit to Castle Affey, pitied him. 

"You think I'm a doddering old fool," he 
said, "but, by gad, Tony, the most sensible thing 
I ever did in my life was to marry Bridie Ma- 
lone I If you're wise you'll take on your step- 
mother as housekeeper here and general man- 
ager after I'm gone. Not that I'm thinking of 
going. I'm seventy-two. You know that, 
Tony. But living as I do now, without a single 
thing to bother me, I'm good for another twenty 
years — or thirty. In fact, I don't see why the 
deuce I should ever die at all! It's worry and 
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work which kill men, and IVe neither one nor 
the other." 

It was Lady Corless' custom to spend the 
evaiing^ with her husband in the smoking-room. 
When he had dined — and he always dined well — 
he settled down in a large armchur with a de- 
canter of whisky and a box of cigars beside him. 

There was always, summer and winter, a fire 
burning on the open hearth. There was a good 
supply of newspapers and magazines, for Sir 
Tony, though he lived apart from the world, 
liked to keep in touch with politics and the ques- 
tions of the day. Lady Corless sat opposite him 
on a mudi less comfortable chair and knitted 
stockings. If there was any news in the village, 
she told it to him, and he listened, for, like many 
old men, he took a deep interest in his neigh- 
bour's affairs. 

If there was anything important or curious 
in the papers, he read it out to her. But she 
very seldom listened. Her strtmg common sense 
saved her from taking any interest in the war 
while it lasted, the peace, when it was discussed, 
or politics, which gurgle am through war and 
peace alike. 

With the care of a great house, a garden, and 
d^My acres of land on her shoulders, she had 
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14 LADY BOUNTIFUL 

no mental energy to spare for public affairs of 
any kind. Between half-past ten and eleven 
Sir Tony went to bed. He was an old gentle- 
man of regular habits, and by that time the 
whisky-decanter was always empty. Lady Cor- 
less helped him upstairs, saw to it that his fire 
was burning and his pyjamas warm. She dealt 
with butt<»i3 and collar-studs, which are some- 
times troublesome to old gentlemen who have 
drunk port at dinner and whisky afterwuds. 
She wound his watch for him, and left him warm 
and sleeping comfortably. 

One evening Sir Tony read from an English 
paper a paragraph which caught Lady Corless' 
attention. It was an account of the means by 
which the Government hoped to mitigate the 
evils of the imemployment likely to follow de- 
mobilisation and the closing of munition works. 
An out-of-woi^ benefit of twenty-five shillings 
a week struck her as a capital thing, likely to be- 
came very popular. For the first time in her life 
she became sli^ly interested in politics. 

Sir Tony passed from that piwigraph to an- 
other, which dealt with the future of Dantzig. 
Lady Corless at once stopped listening to what 
he read. She went on knitting her stocking; 
but instead of letting her thou^ts work on the 
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problems of the eggs laid by her hens, and the 
fish for Sir Tony's dinner the next day, she 
turned orer in her mind the astonishing news 
that the Government actually proposed to pay 
people, and to pay them well, for not working. 
The thing struck her as too good to be true, and 
she suspected that there must be some saving 
clause, some hidden trap which would destroy 
the value of the whole scheme. 

After she had put Sir Tony to bed she went 
back to the smoking-room and opened the paper 
frcan which tbe news had been read. It took 
her some time to find the paragraph. Her 
search was rendered difficult by the fact that the 
editor, much interested, apparently, in a subject 
called the League of Nations, had tucked this 
really important piece of news into a comer of a 
back page. In the end, when she discovered 
what she wanted, she was not much better off. 
The print was anall. The words were long and 
of a very unusual kind. Lady Corless could not 
satisfy herself about their meaning. She folded 
the paper up and put it safely into a drawer in 
the kitchen dresser before she went to bed. 

Next day, rising early, as she always did, she 
fed her fowls and set the morning's milk in the 
dairy. She got Sir Tony's breakfast ready at 
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16 LADY BOUNTIFUL 

nine o'clock and took it up to him. She saw to 
it that Danny, who was inclined to be lazy, was 
in his pantry polishing silver. She made it clear 
to Sarah, Susy, and Molly that she really meant 
the library to be thoroughly cleaned. It was a 
room which was never occupied, and the three 
girls saw no sense in sweeping the floor and dust- 
ing the backs of several thousand books. But 
their sister was firm and they had learnt to obey 
her. 

Without troubling to put on a hat or to take 
o£F her working apron, Lady Corless got on her 
bicycle and rode down to her father's forge. 
She had in her pocket the newspaper whidi con- 
tained the important paragraph. 

Old Malone laid aside a cart-wheel to which 
he was fitting a new rim and followed his daugh- 
ter into the house. He was much better edu- 
cated than she was and had been for many years 
a keen and active politici^i. He took in the 
meaning of the pu-agraph at once. 

"Goshl" he said. "If that's true — and I'm 
not saying it is true ; but, if it is, it's the best yet 
It's what's been wanted in Ireland this long 
time." 

He read the paragraph through again, slowly 
and carefully. 
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"Didn't I tell you?" he said, "didn't I tell 
everyone when the election was on, that the Sinn 
Feiners was the lads to do the trick for us? 
Didn't I say that without we'd get a republic in 
Ireland the country would do no good? And 
there's the proof of it." 

He slapped the paper heartily with his hand. 
To Lady Corless, whose mind was working rap- 
idly, his reasoning seemed a little inconclusive. 
It even struck her that an Irish republic, had 
such a thing really ctnne into being, might not 
have been able to offer the citizens the glorious 
chance of a weekly pension of twenty-five shil- 
lings. But she was aware that politics is a com- 
plex business in which she was not trained. She 
said nothing. Her father explained his line of 

tfa<Hl^t. 

"If them fellows over in England," he said, 
"weren't terrible fri^tened of the Sinn Feiners, 
would they be offering us the likes of that to 
keep us quiet? Bedamn, but they would not. 
Nobody ever got a penny out of an Englishman 
yet, without he'd frightened him first. And it's 
the Sinn Feiners done that. There's the why 
and the wherefore of it to you. Twenty-five 
shillings a week! It ought to be thirty shillings, 
so it ought. But sure, twenty-five shillings is 
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8<Hnethiiig, and I'd be in favour of taiing it, so 
I would. Let the people of Ireland take it, I 
say, as asi instalment of what's due to them, and 
what they'll get in the latter end, please God I" 

"Can you make out how a man's to get itr* 
said Lady Corless. 

"Mani" said old Malone. "Man! No, but 
man and wcHoan. There isn't a girl in the coun- 
try, let alone a boy, but what's entitled to it, and 
I'd like to see the police or anyone else interfer- 
ing with them getting it." 

"Will it be paid out of the post office like the 
Old Age FensicHis?" said Lady Corless. 

"I don't know will it," said her father, "but 
that way or some other way it's bound to be paid, 
and all anyone has to do is to go over to what 
they call the Labotir Exchange, at Dunbeg, and 
say there's no work for him where he lives. 
Then he'll get the money. It's what the young 
fellow in that office is there for, is to give the 
money, and by damn if he doesn't do it there'U 
be more heard about the matter 1" 

Old Malone, anxious to spread the good news, 
left the room and walked down to the public 
house at the coiner of the village street. Lady 
Corless went into the kitchen and found her 
three youngest sisters drinking tea. They sat 
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LADY BOUNTIFUL 19 

on low stools before the fire and had a black tea- 
pot with a broken gpout standing on the hearth 
at their feet. The tea in the pot was very black 
and Sttaag. Lady Corless addressed them 
soleninfy. 

"Katey-Ann," she said, "listen to me now, 
and let you be listening too, Onnie, and let 
Honoria stop scratching her bead and attend 
to what I'm saying to the whole of you. I'm 
taking you on up at the big house as upper 
house-maid, Katey-Ann." 

"And what's come over Sarah," said Katey- 
Ann. "Is she going to be married?" 

"Never mind you about Sar^," said Lady 
Corless, "but attend to me. You're the under- 
housemaid, Onnie, so you are, in place of your 
sister Susy, and Honoria here is kitchen-maid. 
If anyone eomes asking you questions that's 
what you are and that's what you're to say. Do 
you understand me now? But mind this. I 
don't want you up at the house, ne'er a one of 
you. You'll stay where you are and you'll do 
what you're doing, looking after your father 
and drinking tea, the same as before, only your 
wages will be pud regular to you. Whore's 
Thadyr 

Tha^ Malone was the youngest of the family. 
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20 LADY BOUNTIFUL 

Since Dan became butler at Castle ASey, Thady 
had given his father such help as he could at the 
forge. Lady Corless found him seated beside 
the bellows smoking a cigarette. His red hair 
was a tangled shock. His face and hands were 
extraordinarily dirty. He was enjoying a 
leisure hour or two while his father was at the 
pubUc house. To his amazement he found him- 
self engaged as butler and valet to Sir Tony 
Corless of Castle AfFey. 

"But ycHi'Il not he coming up to the house," 
said Lady Corless, "neither by day nor night. 
Mind that. I'd be ashamed for anyone to see 
you, so I would, for if you washed your face for 
the Christmas it's the last time you did it." 

That afternoon, after Sir Tony's luncheon had 
been served, Danny, Sarah, .Susy and Molly 
were formally dismissed. Their insurance cards 
were stamped and their wages were paid up to 
date. It was explained to them at some length, 
with many repetitions but quite clearly, that 
thou^ dismissed they were to continue to do 
their work as before. The only difference in 
their position was that their wages would no 
longer be paid by Sir Tony. They would re- 
ceive much larger wages, the almost incredible 
sum of twenty-five shillings a week, from the 
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GoTemment. Next day the four Malraies drove 
over to Dimbeg and applied for out-of-work pay 
at the Labour Exchange. After due inquiries 
and the Agoing of some papers by Lady Cor- 
less, their claims were admitted. Four farm 
labourers, two gardeners, and a groom, all 
cousins of Lady Corless, were dismissed in the 
course of the following week. Seven young moa 
from the village, all of them related to Lady 
Corless, were formally engaged. The insurance 
cards of the dismissed men were properly 
stamped. They were indubitably out of work. 
Th^ received unemployment pay. 

After that, the dismissal of servants, indoor 
and out, became a regular feature of hfe at 
Castle AfFey. On Monday morning. Lady Cor- 
less went down to the village and dismissed 
everyone whom she had engaged the week be- 
fore. Her expenditure in insurance stamps was 
considerable, for she thought it desirable to 
stamp all ctads for at least a month back. 
Otherwise her philanthropy did not cost her 
mudi and she had very little trouble. The orig- 
inal staff went on doing the work at Castle 
Affey. After three months every man and 
woman in the village had passed in and out of 
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32 LADY BOUNTIFUL 

Sir Tony's service, and everyone was drawing 
unemployment pay. 

The village became extoemely prosperous. 
New hats, blouses, and entire costumes of the 
most fashionable kind were to be seen in the 
streets every Sunday. Large sums of money 
were lost and won at coursing matches. Nearly 
everyone had a bicycle, and old Malone bought, 
second hand, a rather dilapidated motor-car. 
Work of almost every kind ceased entirely, ex- 
cept in the big house, and nobody got out of bed 
before ten o'clock. In mere gratitude, rents of 
houses were paid to Sir Tony which had not 
been paid for many years before. 

Lady Corless finally dismissed herself. She 
did not, of course, resign the position of Lady 
Corless. It is doubtful whether she could have 
got twenty-five killings a week if she had. The 
Government does not seem to have contemplated 
the case of unemployed wives. What she did 
was to dismiss Bridie Malone, cook at Castle 
Affey before her marriage. She had been mar- 
ried, and therefore, technically speaking, unem- 
ployed for nearly two years, but that did not 
seem to matter. She seexu^ the twenty-five 
shillings a week and only just failed to get an- 
other five shillings which she claimed on the 
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ground that her husband was very old and en- 
tirely dependent on her. She felt the rejection 
of this claim to be an injustice. 

Captain Corless, after a long period of pleas- 
ant leisure, found himself suddenly called on 
to write a report on the working of the Unem- 
ployment-Fay Scheme in Ireland. With a view 
to doing his work thoroughly he hired a motor- 
car and made a tour of some of the more picture 
esque parts of the country. He so arranged his 
journeys that he was able to stop each night at 
a place where there was a fairly good hoteL He 
made careful inquiries eveiywhere, and noted 
facts for the enlightenment of the Treasury, for 
whose benefit his report was to be drawn up. 
He also made notes, in a private book, of some 
of the more amusing and unexpected ways in 
which the scheme worked. He found himself, 
in the course of his tour, close to Castle Affey, 
and, being a dutiful son, called on his father. 

He found old Sir Tony in & particularly good 
humour. He also found matter enough to fill 
his private note-book. 

"No telling tales, Tony, now," said the old 
man. "No reports about Castle AJfey to the 
Govermnent. Do you hear me now? Unless 
you give me your word of h<xiour not to breathe 
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what I'm going to tell you to anybody excepE 
your friends, I won't say a word." 

"I promise, of course," said Captain Corless. 

"Your step-mother's a wonderful w(Hnan/* 
said Sir Tony, "a regular lady bountiful, by 
Jovel You wouldn't beUeve how rich every- 
body round here is now, and all through her. I 
give you my word, Tony, if the whisky was to be 
got — ^which, of course, it isn't now-a-days — ^fhere 
isn't a man in the place need go to bed sober 
from one week's end to another. They could 
all afford it. And it's your step-mother who put 
Ifae money into their pockets. Nobody else 
would have thought of it. Look here, you've 
heard of this unemployment-pay business, I 
suppose?" 

"I'm conducting an inquiry about it at the 
present moment." 

"Then I won't say another word," said Sir 
Ttmy. "But it's a pity. You'd have enjoyed 
the story." 

"I needn't put everything I'm told into my 
report," said Captain Corless. "A good de^ of 
what I hear isn't true." 

"Well, then, you can just consider my story 
to be an invention," said Sir Tony. 
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Captain Corless listened to the stoiy. When 
it wu finished he shook hands with his father. 

"Dad," he said, "I apologise to you. I 
said — There's no harm in telling you now 
that I said you were an old fool when you mar- 
ried the blacksmith's daughter. I see now that 
I was wrong. You married the only womui in 
Ireland who understands how to make the most 
of the new law. Why, everybody else in your 
position is cursing this scheme as the ruin of the 
country, and Lady Corless is the only one who's 
tumbled to the idea of using it to make the people 
happy and contented. She's a great woman." 

"But don't tell on us, Tony," said the old man. 
"Honour bright, now, don't tell!" 

"My dear Dad, of course not. Anyway, th^ 
wouldn't bdieve me if I did." 
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II 

THE STRIKE BBEAEEB 

THE train was an hour-and-a-quarter late 
at Finnabeg. Sir Junes McClaren, 
al(xie in a first-class smoking compart- 
ment, was not surprised. He had never travelled 
in Ireland before, but he held a belief that time 
is very little accounted of west of the Shannon. 
He looked out of the window at the rain-swept 
platform. It seemed to him that every passen- 
ger except himself was leaving the train at 
Finnabeg. This did not surprise him much. 
There was only one more station, Dunadea, the 
terminus of the branch line on which Sir James 
was travelling. It lay fifteen miles further on, 
across a desohtte stretch of bog. It was not to 
be supposed that many people wanted to go to 
Dunadea. 

Sir James looking out of his window, noticed 
that the passengers who ali^ted did not leave 
the station. They stood in groups on the plat- 
form and talked to each other. Th^ took no 
notice of the rain, thou^ it was very heavy. 
M 
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Now and tboi one or two of tbem came to Sir 
James* carriage and peered in throu^ tiie win- 
dow. They seemed interested in him. A tall 
young priest stared at him for a long time. Two 
ocHnmercial trarellers joined the priest and 
loo^d at Sir James. A number of women took 
the place of the priest and the commercial trav- 
ellers when they went away. Finally, the guard, 
the engine driver, and the stati<m master came 
and lo(^ed in through the window. They wiUi- 
drew together and sat on a barrow at the far 
end of the platform. Th^ lit their pipes and 
consulted together. The priest joined them and 
offered advice. Sir James became a little im- 
patient. 

Half an hour passed. The engine driver, l^e 
station master, and the guard knocked the ashes 
out of their pipes and walked over to Sir James* 
cmnpartment. The guard opened the door. 

"Is it Dunadea you're for, your honour?" he 
said. 

"Tes," said Sir James. "When are you 
going on?" 

The goard turned to the oigine driver. 

"It's what I'm after telling you," he SMd, "it's 
Dunadea the gentleman's for." 

"It mij^t be better for him," said the mgine 
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driver, "if he was to ccmtent himself with Finna^ 
beg for this day at any rate." 

"Do you hear that, your honour?" said ibs 
guard. "Michael here, says it would he hetter 
for you to stay in Finnabeg." 

"There's a grand hotel, so there is," said the 
station master, "the same that's kept by Mrs. 
Mulcahy, and devil the better you*U find be- 
tween this and Dublin." 

Sir James looked from one man to the other 
in astonishment. Nowadays the public is accus- 
tomed to large demands from railway workers, 
demands for higher wages and shorter hours. 
But Sir James had never before heard of an 
engine driver who tried to induce a passenger to 
get out of his train fifteen miles short of his des- 
tination. 

"I insist," he said abruptly, "cm your taking 
me on to Dunadea." 

"It's what I told you all along, Michael," said 
the guard. "He's a mighty determined gentle- 
man, so he is. I knew that the moment I set 
eyes on him." 

The guard was perfectly ri^t. Sir James 
was a man of most determined character. His 
career proved it. Before the war he had been 
professor of economics in a Scottish University, 
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lecturing to a class of ten or twelve students for 
a salaiy of £250 a year. When peace came he 
was the head of a newly-created Ministry of 
Strikes, controlling a staff of a thousand or 
twelve hundred men and women, drawing a 
salary of £2,500 a year. Only a man of immense 
determination can achieve such results. He had 
garnered in a knighthood as he advanced. It 
was the reward of signal service to the State 
when he held the position of Chief Controller of 
Information and Statistics. 

"Let him not be saying afterwards that he 
didn't get a proper warning," said the engine 
driver. 

He walked towards his engine as he spoke. 
The guard and the station master followed him. 

"I suppose now, Michael," said the guard, 
"tiiat you'll not be wanting me." 

"I will not," said the engine driver. 'The 
train will do nicely without you for as far as I'm 
going to take her." 

Sir James did not hear either the guard's 
question or the driver's answer. He did hear, 
vriih great satisfaction, what the station master 
said next. 

"Are you ri^t there now?" the man shouted, 
*'for if you are it's time you were starting." 
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He unrolled a green flag and waved it. He 
blew a shrill blast on his whistle. The driver 
stuped into the cab of the engine and handled 
his levers. The train started. 

Sir James leaned back in the comer of his 
compartment uid smiled. The track over which 
he travelled was badly laid and the train ad- 
vanced by jerks and bimips. But the motion 
was pleasant to Sir James. Any forward move- 
ment of that train would have been pleasant to 
him. Eadi bmnp and jerk brought him a little 
nearer to Dunadea and therefore a little nearer 
to Miss Molly Dennison. Sir James was very 
heartily in love with a girl who seemed to him 
to be the most beautiful and the most churning 
in tbe whole world. Next day, such was his 
good fortune, he was to marry her. Under the 
circumstances a much weaker man than Sir 
James would have withstood the eagiae driver 
and resisted the invitation of Mrs. Mulcaby's 
hotel in Finnabeg. Under the circumstances 
even an intellectual man of the professor type 
was liable to pleasant day dreams. 

Sir James' thoughts went back to the day, six 
months before, when he had first seoi Miss 
Molly Dennison. She had been recommended 
to him by a friend as a young lady likely to make 



itized by Google 



THE STRIKE BREAKER 81 

sn efficient private secretary. Sir James, who 
had just become Head of the Ministry of 
Strikes, wanted a private secretary. He ap- 
pointed Miss Dennison, uid saw her for the 
first time when she presented herself in his office. 
At that moment his affection was bom. It grew 
and strengthened day by day. Miss Molly's 
complexion was the radiant product of the soft, 
wet, winds of Connaugh, which had blown on her 
since her birth. Not even four years' work in 
Government offices in London had dulled h^ 
cheeks. Her smile had the fresh innocence of 
a child's and she possessed a curious felicity of 
manner which was deUghtful though a little 
puzzling. Her view of strikes and the important 
work of the Ministry was fresh and quite uncon- 
ventional. Sir James, who had all his life moved 
among serious and earnest people, foimd Miss 
MoUy's easy cheerfulness very fascinating. 
Even portentous words like syndicalism, which 
rang in other people's ears like the passing bells 
of our sociid order, moved her to airy lau^ter. 
There were those, oldish men and slightly less 
oldish women, who called her flippant. Sir 
James offered her his hand, his heart, his title, 
and a share of his £2,500 a year. Miss Molly 
accepted all four, resigned her secretaryship and 
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went home to her father's house in Dunadea to 
prepare her troiisseau. 

The train stopped abruptly. But even the 
bump and tibe ceasing of noise did not fully 
arouse Sir James from his pleasant dreams. He 
looked out of the window and satisfied himself 
that he had not reached Dunadea station or 
indeed any other station. The rain ran down 
the window glass, obscuring his view of the limd- 
scape. He was dimly aware of a wide stretch 
of grey-brown bog, of drifting grey clouds and 
of a single whitewashed cottage near the railway 
line. He lit a cigarette and lay back again. 
Molly's face floated before his eyes. The sound 
of Molly's T<Hce was fresh in his memory. He 
thou^t of the next day and the return journey 
across the hog with Molly by his side. 

At the end of half an hour he awoke to the 
fact that the train was still at rest. He looked 
out again and saw nothing except the rdn, the 
bog, and the cottage. This time he opened the 
window and put out his head. He looked up 
the line and down it There was no one to be 
seen. 

"The signals," thought Sir Junes, "must be 
against us." 
. He looked again, first out of one window, then 
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out of the other. There was no signal in sight. 
The single line of railway ran unbroken across 
tiie bog, belund the train and in front of it. Sir 
James, puzzled, and a little wet, drew back into 
his compartment and shut the window. He 
waited, with rapidly growing impatience, for 
another half hour. Notlung happened. Then 
he saw a man come out of the cottage near the 
line. He was carrying a basket in erne hand and 
a teapot in the other. He approached the tr^n. 
He came straight to Sir James' compartment 
and opened the door. Sir James recognised the 
engine driver. 

"I was thinking," said the man, "that maybe 
your honour would be glad of a cup of tea and 
a bit of bread. I am sorry there is no butter, but, 
sure, butter is hard to ccmie by these times." 

He laid the teapot on the floor and put the 
basket on the seat in front of Sir James. He 
mipacked it, taking out a loaf of home made 
bread, a teacup, a small bottle of milk, and a 
paper full of sugar. 

"It's not much to be offering a gentleman 
like yourself," he said, "but it's the best we have, 
and seeing that youll be here all night and best 
part of to-morrow you'll be wanting something 
to eat." 
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Sir James gasped with astonishmoit. 

"Here all nigfatl" he said. "Why should we 
be here all night? Has the engine broken 
down?" 

"It has not," said the driver. 

"Then you must go on," said Sir James. "I 
insist on your going on at «ice." 

The driver poured out a cup of tea and handed 
it to Sir Junes. Then he sat down and began 
to talk in a friendly way. 

"Sure, I can't go on," he said, "when I'm out 
on strike." 

Sir Junes was so startled that he upset a good 
deal of tea. As Head of the Ministry of Strikes 
he naturally had great experience, but he had 
never before heard of a solitary en^ne driver 
going on strike in the middle of a bog. 

"The way of it is this," the driver went on. 
"It was gir out, by them that does be managing 
things that there was to be a general strike on 
the first of next month. You mig^t have heard 
of that, for it was in all the papers." 

Sir James had heard of it. It was ibe subject 
of many notes and reports in his Ministry. 

"But this isn't the 1st of next month." he said. 

"It is not," said the driver. "It's no more 
than the 15th of this m(axtlL But the way I'm 
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placed at present, it wouldn't be near so cm- 
Tenient to me to be striking n«ct month as it is 
to be striking now. Th^e's talk of moving me 
off this line and putting me on to the engine that 
does be running into AlUone with the night 
mail; and it's to-morrow the change is to be 
made. Now I needn't tell you that Athlone's a 
mighty long way from where we are this min- 
ute," 

He paused and looked at Sir James witJi an 
intelligent smile. 

*'My wife lives in the little house beyond 
there," he said pointing out of the window to 
the cottage, "And what I said to myself was 
this: If I am to be striking — ^which I've no great 
wish to do — but if it must be — and seemingly it 
must — I may as well do it in the convenientest 
place I can; for as long as a man strikes the way 
he's told, there can't be a wcvd said to him; and 
anyway the 1st of next month or the 15th of this 
month, what's the diff^? Isn't one day as good 
as anotiier?" 

He evidently felt that his explanaticai was 
sufficient and satisfactory. He rose to his feet 
and opened the door of the compartment 

"I'm sorry now," he said, "if I'm causing any 
incraiTemence to a goitleman li^ yourself. But 
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what can I do? I offered to leave you behind at 
Finnabeg, but you wouldn't stay. Anyway the 
night's warm and if you strettdi yourself on the 
seat there you won't know it till morning, and 
then I'l bring you over another cup of tea so as 
you WMi't be hungry. It's a twenty-four hour 
strike, so it is; and I won't be moving on out of 
this before two o'clock or may be half past. But 
what odds? The kind of place Dunadea is, a day 
or two doesn't matter one way or another, and 
if it was the day after to-morrow in place of 
to-morrow you got there it would be the same 
thing in the latter end." 

He climbed out of the compartment as he 
spoke and stumped back through the rain to his 
cottage. Sir James was left wondering how the 
people of Dunadea managed to conduct the 
business of life when one day was the same to 
them as another and the loss of a day now and 
then did not matter. He was quite certain that 
the loss of a day mattered a great deal to him, 
his position being what it was. He wondered 
what Miss Molly Dennison would think when he 
failed to appear at her father's house that eve- 
ning for dinner; what she would think — the 
speculation nearly drove him mad — ^when he did 
not appear in the church next day. He put on 
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ui overcoat, took an umbrella and set off for the 
tngine driver's cottage. He had to climb down 
a steep embankment and then cross a wire fence. 
He found it impossible to keep his umbrella up, 
which distressed him, for he was totally unaccus- 
tomed to getting wet. 

He found tiie driver, who seemed to be a good 
and domesticated man, sitting at his fireside with 
a baby on his knee. His wife was washing 
dotfaes in a comer of the kitchen. 

"Excuse me," said Sir James, "but my busi- 
ness in Dimadea is very important. There will 
be serious trouble if " 

"There's no use asking me to go on with the 
train," said the driver, "for I can't do it. I'd 
never hear the last of it if I was to be a blackleg." 

The woman at the washtub looked up. 

"Don't be tidking that way, Michael," she 
said, "let you get up and take the gentleman 
along to where he wants to go." 

"I will not," said the driver, "I'd do it if I 
could but I won't have it said that I was the one 
to break the strike." , 

It was very mudi to the credit of Sir James 
that he recognised the correctness of the engine 
driver's position. It is not pleasant to be held 
up twenty-four hours in the middle of a bog. It 
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is most unpleasant to be kept away from churdi 
on one's own wedding day. But Sir Janus 
knew that strikes are sacred things, far moie 
sacred thui weddings. He hastened to agree 
with the engine driver. 

"I know you can't go on," he said, "nothing 
would induce me to ask you such a thing. But 



The womiui at the washtub did not rerereace 
strikes or understand the labour movement. She 
spoke abruptly. 

"Have sense the two of you," she said, 
"What's to hinder you taking the gentleman 
into Dunadea, Midiael?" 

"It's what I can't do nor won't," said her 
husband. 

"I'm not asking you to," said Sir James. "I 
understand strikes thoroughly and I know you 
can't do it. All I came here for was to ask you 
to teU me where I could find a telegraph c^ce." 

"There's no telegraphic office nearer than 
Dunadea," said the engine driver, "and that's 
seven miles along the railway and maybe nine if 
you go round by road." 

Sir James looked out at the rain. It was thick 
and persistent. A strong west wind swept it in 
sheets across the bog. He was a man of strong 
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ivUl and great intellectual power; but he doubted 
if he could walk even seven miles along the sleep- 
en of a railway line against half a gale of wind, 
wearing on his feet a pair of patent leather boots 
bought for a wedding. 

"Gret up out of that, Michael," said the womui, 
"And off with you to Dunadea with the gentle- 
num's telegram. You'll break no strike by dinng 
that, so not another word out of your head." 

"I'll — ^I'U give you ten shillings with pleas- 
ure," said Sir James, "111 give you a pound if 
you'll take a message for me to Mr. Dennison's 
house." 

"Anything your honour chooses to give," said 
the woman, "will be welcome, for we are poor 
people. But it's my opinion that Michael oug^t 
to do it for nothing seeing it's him and bis old 
strike that has things the way they are." 

"To listen to you talking," said the driver, 
"anybody would think I'd made the strike 
myself; which isn't true at all, for there's not a 
man in the coimtry tiiat wants it less than me." 

Sir James tore a leaf from his note book and 
wrote a hurried letter to Miss Dennison. The 
Nigine driver tucked it into the breast pocket of 
his coat and trudged away through the rain. His 
wife invited Sir James to sit by the fire. He did 
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so gladly, taking the stool her husband had left. 
He even, after a short time, found tiiat he had 
taken the child on to his knee. It was a per- 
dstent child, which clung round his l^s and 
stared at him till be took it up. The woman 
went on with her washing. 

"What," said Sir James, "is the inunediate 
cause of this strike?" 

"Cause I" she said. "There's no cause, only 
foolidmess. If it was more wages they were 
after I would say there was some sense in it. Or 
if it was less work they wanted you could under- 
stand it — though it's more work and not less the 
most of the men in this country should be doing. 
But the strike that's in it now isn't what you 
mi^t call a strike at all. It's a demonstratitm, 
so it is. That's what they're saying anyway. 
It's a demonstration in favour of the Irish Re- 
public, which some of them play-boys is after 
getting up in Dublin. The Lord save us, would 
nothing do them only a republic?" 

Two hoius later Sir James went back to his 
railway carriage. He had listened with interest 
to the opinions of the engine driver's wife on 
.politics and the Labour Movement. He was 
convinced that a separate and independent Min- 
istry of Strikes ought to be established in Dub- 
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lin. His own office was plainly incapable of 
dealing with Irish conditions. He took from his 
bag a quantity of foolscap paper and set to work 
to draft a note to the Prime Minister on the 
needs and ideas of Irish Labour. He became 
deeply interested in his work and did not notice 
the passing time. 

He was aroused by the appearance of Miss 
Molly Dennison at the door of his carriage. Her 
hair> which was blown about her face, was ex- 
ceedingly wet. The water dripped from her 
skirt and sleeves of her jacket. Her complexion 
was as radiant and her smile as brilliant as ever. 

"Hullo, Jimmy," she said. "What a frowst! 
Fancy sitting in that poky little carriage with 
both windows shut. Get up and put away yova 
silly old papers. If you come along at once 
we'll just be in time for dinner." 

"How did you get here," said Sir James. "I 
never thought — . In this weather — . How cUd 
you get here?" 

"On my bike, of course,** said Molly. 'T)id 
a regular sprint. Wind behind me. Going Hke 
blazes. I'd have done it in forty minutes, only 
Michael ran into a sheep and I had to wait for 
him .'* 

Sir James was aware that the engine driver, 
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grinning broadly, was on the step of the carriage 
behind Molly. 

"I lent Michael Dad's old bike," said Mol^. 
and barring the accident with tiie sheep, he came 
along very welL" 

"What I'm thinking," said the driver, "is that 
youll never be able to fetdi back agunst the 
wind that does be in it. I wouldn't say but you 
might do it, miss; but the gentleman wouldn't be 
fit. He's not accustomed to the like." 

"We're not going to ride back," swd Molly. 
"You're going to take us back on the engine, 
with the two bikes in the tender, on top of tbe 
coal.'* 

"I cwi't do it, miss," said the driver. "I de- 
clare to God I'd be afraid of my life to do it. 
Didn't I tell you I was out on strike?" 

"We oughtn't to ask him," said Sir James. 
"Surely, Molly, you must understuid that. It 
would be an act of gross disloyalty on his part, 
disloyalty to his union, to tbe cause of labour. 

And any effort we make to persuade him 

My dear Molly, the right of collective bargain- 
ing vrfiich lies at the root of all strikes " 

Molly ignored Sir James and turned to the 
engine driver. 

"Just yoa wait here five minutes," she said, 
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"tQl I get someone fdio knows how to lalk to 

you," 

She jumped out of the c&rriage and nm down 
tiie railway embankment. Sir James uid the 
aigine driver watched her anxiously. "I 
wouldn't wonder," said Michael, "but it might 
be my wife she's after." 

He was quite right. Five minutes later, 
Molly and the engine driver's wife were climb- 
ing the embankment together. 

"I don't see," sud Sir James, "what your wife 
has to do with the matter." 

"By this time to-morrow," said Michael, "you 
will see; if so be you're married by then, whidli 
is what Miss Molly said you will be." 

His wife, with Molly after her, climbed into 
the carriage. 

"Michael," she said, "did the young lady tell 
you she's to be married to-morrow?" 

"She did tell me," he said, "and I'm sorry for 
her. But what can I do? If I was to take that 
engine into Dunadea they'd call me a blackleg 
the longest day ever I lived." 

"Ill call you something a mi^ty deal worse 
if you don't," said his wife. "You and your 
strilxsl Strikes, Moyahl And a young lady 
wanting to be married I" 
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Michael turned apologetically to Sir James. 

"Women does be terrible set on weddings," 
he said, "and that's a fact." 

"That'll do now, Michael," said Molly; "stop 
talking and put the two bikes on the tender, and 
poke up your old fires or what ever it is you do to 
make your engine go." 

"Molly," said Sir James, when Michael and 
his wife had left the carriage, "I've drawn up a 
note for the Prime Minister advising the cstab- 
li^unent of a special Ministry of Strikes for Ire- 
land. I feel that the conditions in this country 
are so peculiar that our London office cannot 
deal with them. I think perhaps I'd better sug- 
gest that he should put you at the head of the 
new office." 

"Your visit to Ireltuid is doing you good al- 
ready," said Mdly. "You're developing a sense 
of humour." 
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THE FACULTY OF MEDICINE 

DR. FARELLY, Medical Officer of 
Dunailin, volunteered for service with 
the R,A.M.C. at the beginning of the 
war. He had made no particuhur boast of pa- 
triotism. He did not even profess to be keoily 
interested in his profession or uixious for wider 
experience. He said, telling the simple truth, 
that life at Dunailin was unutterably dull, and 
that he welcomed war — ^would have welcomed 
worse things — for the sake of escaping a monot- 
ony which was becoming intolerable. 

The army authorities accepted Dr. Farelly. 
The local Board of Guardians, which paid him 
a salary of £200 a year, agreed to let him go <hi 
the condition that he provided a duly qualified 
substitute to do his work while be was away. 
There a difficulty faced Dr. Farelly. Duly 
qualified medical men, willing to take up tem- 
porary jobs, are not plentiful in war time. And 
the job he bad to offer — Dr. Farelly was pain- 
u 
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fully conscious of the fact — was not a very at- 
tractive one. 

Dunailin is a small town in Western Con- 
naught, seven miles from the nearest railway 
station. It possesses a single street, straggling 
and very dirty, a police barrack, a chapel, which 
seems disproportionately large, and seven shops. 
One of the shops is also the post office. Another 
belongs to John Ccoiemey, the butcher. The 
remaining five are public houses, dcong their 
chief business in whisky and porter, but selling, 
as side lines, farm seeds, spades, rakes, hoes, 
stockings, hats, blouses, ribbons, flannelette, 
men's suits, tobacco, sugar, tea, postcards, and 
sixpenny novels. The chief inhabitants of the 
town are the priest, a benevolent but elderly 
man, who lives in tiie presbytery next the large 
chapel; Sergeant Hahilly, who c<xnmands the 
six members of the Royal Irish Constabulary 
and lives in the barrack; and Mr. Timothy 
Flanagan, who keeps the largest shop in the 
town and does a bigger business than anyone else 
in porter and whisky. 

Dr. Farelly, standing on his doorstep with his 
pipe in his mouth, looked up and down the 
street. He was more than ever ccmvinced liiat 
it might be very difficult to get a doctor to go 

DinitizedbvQoOglc 



THE FACtlLTY OF MEDICINE 47 

to DunaUin, and still harder to get one to stay. 
The town lay, to all appearance, asleep under 
the blaze of the noonday August sun. John 
Ccmemey'a greyhounds, five of them, were 
stretched in the middle of the street, confident 
that they would be undisturbed. Sergeant Ra- 
hilly sunned himself on a bench outside the bar- 
rack door, and Mr. Flanagan sat in a room be- 
hind his shop nodding over the ledger in which 
his customers' debts were entered. Dr. Farelly 
sighed. He had advertised for a doctor to take 
his place in all the likeliest papers, and had not 
been rewarded by a single answer. He was be- 
ginning to think that he must either resign his 
position at Dunailin or give up the idea of war 
service. 

At half-past twelve the town stirred in its 
sleep and partially awoke, Paddy Doolan, who 
drove the mail cart, arrived from Derrymore. 
Dr. Farelly strolled down to the post ofiBce, 
seeking, but scarcely hoping for, a letter in reply 
to his advertisements. He was surprised and 
v«ry greatly pleased when the postmistress 
handed him a large envelope, fat and bul^g, 
bearing a Manchester postmark. The moment 
he opened it Dr. Farelly knew that he had got 
what he wanted, an application for the post he 
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had to offer. He took out, one after another, 
six sheets of nicely-priDted matter. These were 
testimonials signed by professors, tutors, sur- 
geons, and doctors, all eloquent about the knowl- 
edge, skill, and personal integrity of one Tbe- 
ophilus Lovaway. Dr. Farelly stuffed these into 
his pocket. He had often written testimonials 
himself — in Ireland everytme writes tiiem in 
scores — and he knew precisely what they were 
worth. He came at last to a letter, very neatly 
typewritten. It began formally: 

"Deab Sis — ^I beg to offer mjrself as a candi- 
date for the post of medical officer, temporary, 
for the town and district of Dunailin, on the 
terms of your advertisement in The British 
Medical Jourrud." 

Dr. Farelly, like the Etruscans in Macaula/s 
poem, "could scare forbear to cheer." He 
walked jauntily back to his house, relit his pipe 
and sat down to read the rest of the letter. 

Theophilus Lovaway was apparently a garru- 
lous person. He bad covered foiu- sheets with 
close typescript He began by stating that he 
was only just qualified and had never practised 
anywhere. He hoped that Dr. Farelly would 
not consider his wuit of experience a disqualifi- 
cati<m. Dr. Farelly did not care in the least. 
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If Theophilus Lovaway was legally qualified to 
write .preacriptions, nothing else mattered. The 
next three paragraphs of the letter — and they 
were aU long — descrihed, in detail, the condition 
of Loraway's health. He suffered, it appeared, 
from a disordered heart, weak lungs, and dys- 
pepsia. But for these misfortunes, the letter 
went on, Theophilus would have devoted himself 
to the services of his country in her great need. 
Dr. Faielly xniifed. He had a prejudice against 
people who wrote or talked in tiiat way. He be- 
gan to feel less cheerful Theophilus might 
oxne to Dunailin. It was very doubtful whether 
he would stay there long, bis lungs, heart, and 
stomach being what they were. 

The last half of the letter was painfully dis- 
concerting. Two ^ole pages were devoted to 
an explanation of the writer's wish to spend 
some time in the west of Ireland. The(q>iulu3 
Lovaway had managed, in the middle of his pro- 
fessional reading, to study the literature of the 
Irish Renaissance. He had fallen deeply in love 
with the spirit of the Celtic peasantry. He de- 
scribed at some length what he thou^t that 
spirit was, "Tuned to the spiritual" was one of 
the phrases he used. "Desire-compelling, with 
the elusiveness of the rainbow's end/' was an- 
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other. Dr. Farelly grew desixmdeiit. If Theo* 
philus expected life in Dunailiii to be in the least 
like one of Mr. Yeats* plays, he was doomed to a 
bitter disappointment and would probably leave 
the place in three weeks. 

But Dr. Fuelly was not going to give up 
hope without a struggle. He put the letter in 
.his pocket and walked across the road to 
Timothy Flanagan's shop. 

"Flanagan," he said, "I've got a man to take 
on my job here." 

"I'm glad to bear it, doctor,** said Flanagan. 
"It would be a pity now if something was to 
interfere with you, and you wanting to be off 
massacring the Gomans. If the half of what's 
in the papers is true, its massacring or worse 
them fellows want." 

"The trouble is," said Dr. Farelly, "that the 
man I've got may not stay." 

"Why wouldn't he stay? Isn't Dunailin as 
good a place to be in as any other? Any sensible 



"That's just it," said Dr. Farelly, "I'm not 
at all sure that this is a sensible man. Just listen 
to this." 

He read aloud the greater part of the letter. 

"Now what do you think of the man who 
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wrote that?" he asked; "what kind of fellow 
would you say he was?" 

"I'd say," said Flanagan, '*that he's s simple^ 
innocent kind of man; but I wouldn't say there 
was any great harm in him." 

"I'm very much afraid," said Dr. Farelly, 
"that he's too simple and innocent. That's the 
first thing I hare against him. Look here now, 
Flanagan, if you or anyone else starts filling this 
young fellow up with whisky — it will be an easy 
enou^ thing to do, and I don't deny that it'll 
be a temptation. But if you do it you'll have his 
mother or his aunt or someone over here to fetch 
him hcone again. That's evidently the kind of 
man he is. And if I lose him I'm done, for I'll 
never get anyone else.'* 

"Make yoxir mind easy about that, doctor. 
Devil the drop of whisky he'll get out of my shop 
while he's here, and I'll take care no other one 
will let him have a bottle. If he drinks at all 
it'll be the stuff he brings with him in his own 
portmanteau." 

"Good," said Dr. Farelly, "I'll trust you 
about that. The next point is his health. You 
heard what he said about his heart and his longa 
and bis stomach." 
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"He might die cm us," said Flanagan, "and 
that's a fact." 

"Oh, he'll not die. That sort of man never 
does die, not till he's about ninety, anyhow. 
But it won't do to let him fancy this place doesn't 
agree with him. What you're got to do is to see 
that he gets a proper supply of good, wholesome 
food, eggs and mUk, and all the rest of it." 

"If there's an egg in the town he'll get it," 
said Flanagan, "and I'll speak to Johnny Coner- 
ney about the meat that's supphed to him. You 
may trust me, docttv, if that young fellow dies 
in Dunailin it'll not be for want of food." 

"Thanks," said Dr. Farelly; "and keep him 
cheerful, Flanagan, don't let him mope. That 
brings me to the third point. You heard what 
he wrote about the Irish Renaissance and the 
Celtic spirit?" 

"I heard it right enough," said Flanagan, 
"hut I'm not sure do I know the meaning of it." 

"The meaning of it," said Dr. Farelly, "is 
fairies, just plain, ordinary fairies. That's what 
he wants, and I don't esipect he'll settle down 
contentedly unless he finds a few." 

"Sure you know yell enough, doctor, that 
there's no fairies in these parts. I don't say 
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tliere mifj^tn't have been seme in times past, but 
any there was is now gone." 

"I know that," stud Dr. Farelly, "and I'm 
not asking you to go beating thorn bu^es in the 
hopes of catching one. But if this fellow, The- 
ophilus Lovaway — did ever you heax such a 
name? — ^if he wants fairies he must hear about 
tliem. You'll have to get hold of a few people 
who go in for that sort of thing. Now what 
about Fatsy Doolan's mother ? She's old 
enough, and she looks like a witch herself." 

"If the like of the talk of Patsy Doolan's 
motlier would be giving him is any use I'll see 
he's satisfied. That old woman would talk Hie 
hind leg off a donkey about fairies or anything 
else if you were to give her a pint of porter, and 
I'll do that. I'll give it to her regular, so I will 
I'd do more than that for you, doctor, for you're 
a man I like, let alone that you're going out to 
foreign parts to put the fear of God into than 
Germans, whi<^ is no more than they deserve." 

Dr. Farelly felt satisfied that Mr. Flanagan 
would do his best for Lovaway. And Mr. 
Flanagan waa an important person. As the 
principal publican in the town, the chairman of 
all the councils, boards, and leagues there were^ 
he had »n enormous amount of influence. But 
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Dr. Faielly was still a little uneasjr. He went 
over to the police barrack and explained the 
situation to Serjeant RahiUy. The sergeant 
readily promised to do all he could to make 
Dunailin pleasuit for the new doctor, and to 
keep him from getting into mischief or trouble. 
Only in the matter of Loraway's taste for Irish 
folk-lore and poetry the sergeant refused to 
prcnnise any help. He was quite firm about 
this. 

"It wouldn't do for the police to be mixed up 
in that kind of work," he said. "Politics are 
what a sergeant of police is bound to keep out 
of." 

"But hang it all," said Dr. Farelly, "fairies 
aren't politics." 

"They may or they may not be," said the ser- 
geant. "But believe me, doctor, the men that 
talks about them things, fairies and all that, is 
the same men that's at the bottom of all the 
leagues in the country, and it wouldn't do for me 
to be countenancing them. But 111 tell you 
what I'll do for you now, doctor. If I can't get 
fairies for him I'll see that anything that's to be 
had in the district in the way of a fee for a lunatic 
or the like goes to the young fellow you're bring- 
ing here. I'll do that, and if there's more I can 

Dinitized by Google 



THE FACULTY OF MEDICINE 55 

do you can reckon (m me — barring fairies and 
politics of all kinds." 

Mr. Flanagan and Sergeant Rahilly were 
trustworthy men. In a good cause they were 
prompt and energetic. Flanagan warned the 
other publicuis in the town that they must not 
supply the new doctor with any whisky. He 
spoke seriously to John Conemey the butcher. 

"Good meat, now, Johnny. The best you 
have, next to what joints you might be supplying 
to the priest or myself. He has a delicate stom- 
ach, the man that's coming, and a bit of braxy 
mutton might be the death of him." 

He spoke to Faddy Doolan and told him that 
his old mother would be wanted to attend on the 
new doctor and must be ready whenever she was 
called for. 

"Any old ancient story she might know," he 
said, "about the rath beyond on the hill, or the 
way they shot the bailiff on the bog in the bad 
times, or about it's not being lucky to meet a 
red-haired woman in the morning, anything at 
all that would be suitable she'll be expected to 
tell. And if she does what she's bid there'll be 
a drop of porter for her in my house whenever 
she likes to call for it." 

Sergeant Rahilly talked in a serious but vague 

Dinitizedb, Google 



56 LADY BOUNTIFUL 

way to everyone he met about the importance of 
treating Dr. Loraway well, ^id the trouble 
which would follow any attempt to rob or ill-use 
him. 

Before Dr. Lovaway arrived his reputation 
was established in Dunailin. It was generally 
beheved that he was a dipsomaniac, sent to the 
west of Ireland to be cured. It was said that 
he was very rich and had already ordered huge 
quantities of meat from Johnny CcHiemey. He 
was certainly of unsound mind: Mr. Flanagan's 
hints about fairies settled that point. He was 
also a man of immense inlumoe in Government 
circles, perhaps a near relaticm of the Lord-Lieu- 
tenant: Sergeant RahiUy's way of speaking con- 
vinced everyone of that. The people were, natu- 
TaHy, greatly interested in their new doctor, and 
were prepared to give him a hearty welcome. 

His arrival was a little disappointing. He 
drove from the station at Derrymore on Faddy 
Doolan's car, and hod only a small portmanteau 
with him. He was expected to come in a motor 
of his own with a vanload of furniture behind 
him. His appearance was also disappointing. 
He was a yoimg man. He looked so very young 
that a stranger might have guwfed lui age at 
eij^teen. He wore large, round spectacles, and 
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had pmk, chubby cheeks. In one respect only 
did he come up to popular expectation. He was 
plainly a young man of feeble intellect, for he 
allowed Faddy Doolan to overcharge him in the 
grossest way. 

"Thanks be to God," said Sergeant Rahilly 
to Mr. Flanagan, "it's seldom anyone's sick in 
this place. I wouldn't like to be trusting the 
likes of that young fellow very far. But what 
odds? We've got to do the best we can for him, 
and my family's healthy, anyway." 

Fate has a nasty trick of hitting us just where 
we feel most secure. The sergeant himself was 
a healthy man. Hia wife did not know what it 
was to be ill. Molly, his twelve-jrear old daugh- 
ter, was as sturdy a child as any in the town. 
But Molly had an active mind and an enterpris- 
ing character. On the afternoon of Doctor 
Lovaway's arrival, her mother, father, and most 
other people being fully occupied, she made her 
way round the back of the village, climbed the 
wall of the doctor's garden and established her- 
self in an apple tree. She took six other chil- 
dren with her. There was an abundant crop of 
applM, but Acy were not nearly ripe. Molly 
ate until she could eat no more. The other 
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duldren, all of them yoxinger than Molly, stuffed 
themselres joyfully with the hard green fruit. 

At eight o'clock that erening Molly com- 
plained of pains. Her mother put her to bed. 
At half -past eight Molly's pains were consider- 
ably worse and she began to shriek. Mrs. Ra- 
hilly, a good deal agitated by the violence of the 
diild's yells, told the sergeant to gb for the doc- 
tor. Sergeant Rahilly laid down his newspaper 
and his pipe. He went slowly down the street 
towards the doctor's house. He was surprised to 
hear shrieks, not unlike Molly's, in various 
houses as he passed. Mrs. C<»iemey, the butch- 
er's wife, rushed out of her door and told the 
sergeant that her little boy, a child of nine, was 
dying in frightful agony. 

Mr. Flanagan was standing at the door of his 
shop. He beckoned to the sergeant. 

"It's lucky," he said, "things happening l^e 
way they have on the very first night of the new 
doctor being here." 

"I don't know so much about luck," said Ser- 
geant Rahilly. "What luck?" 

"The half of the children in the town is took 
with it," said Flan^^an. 

"You may call that luck if it pleases you," 
said the sergeant. "But it's not my notion of 
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luck. My own Molly's bellowing like a young 
heifer, and Mrs. Conem^'s boy is dying, so she 
tells me. If that's luck I'd rather you had it 
than me." 

"I'm sorry for the childer," said Flanagan; 
"but Mrs. Doolan, who's in the shop this minute 
drinking porter, says it'll do tiiem no harm if 
they're given a sup of water to drink out of the 
Holy Well beyond Tubber Neeve, and a handful 
of rowan berries laid on the stomach or where- 
ever else the pain might be." 

"Rowan berries be damned," said tbe sergeant. 
"I'm off for the doctor; not that I'm expecting 
much from him. A young fellow with a face like 
that I I wish to God Dr. Farelly was back witii 
us." 

"Doctors is no use," said Flanagan, "neither 
one nor another, if it's true what Mrs. Doolan 
says." 

"And what does Mrs. Doolan say?" asked the 
sergeant. 

"I'm not saying I believe her," said Flanagan, 
"and I'm not asking you to believe her, but what 
she says is " 

He whispered in the sergeant's ear. The ser* 
geant looked at him bewildered. 

"Them tmes?" he said, "them ones? Now 
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what might you and Mrs. Doolan be meaning 
by that, Timothy Fhmagan?" 

"Just fairies," said Flanagan. "Mind you, 
I'm not saying I believe it." 

"Fairies be damned," said the sergeant. 

"They may be," said Fkmagan. "I'm not 
much of a one for fairies myself; but you'll not 
deny, sergeant that it looks queer, all the chil- 
dren being took the same way at the same time. 
Anyhow, whether you believe what Mrs. Doolan 
says or not " 

"I do not believe it," said the sergeant. "Not 
a word of it." 

"You needn't," said Flanagan, "I don't my- 
self. AH I say is that it's luc^ a thing of the 
sort happening the very first evening the new 
doctor's in the place. It's fairies he's after, re- 
member that. It's looking for fairies that 
brought him here. Didn't Dr. Farelly tell me 
80 himself and tell you? Wasn't Dr. Farelly 
afraid he wouldn't stay on account of fiuries 
being scarce about these parts this long time? 
And now the place is full of them — according to 
what Mrs. Doolan says." 

Sergeant Rahilly heard, or fancied he heard, 
a particularly loud shriek from Molly. He cer- 
tainly heard the wailing of Mrs. Cmemey and 
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the agitated cries of several other women. He 
turned from Flanagan without speaking another 
word and walked straight to the doctor's house. 

Five minutes later Dr. Lovaway, hatless and 
wearing a pair of slippers on his feet, was run- 
ning up the street towards the barrack. His first 
case, a serious one, calling for instant attention, 
had come to him unexpectedly. Opposite Flan- 
agan's shop he WAS stopped by Mrs. Doolan. 
She laid a skinny, wrinkled, and very dirty hand 
on his arm. Her shawl fell back from her head, 
showing a few thin wisps of grey hair. Her eyes 
were bleary and red-rimmed, her breath reeked 
of porter. 

"Arrah, doctor dear," she said, "I'm glad to 
see you, so I am. Isn't it a grand thing now 
that a fine young man like you would be want- 
ing to sit down and be talking to an old woman 
like myself, that mi^t be your mother — no, but 
your grandmother?" 

Dr. Loraway, desperately anxious to readi 
the sergeant's su£fering child, tried to slu^e off 
the old w<xnan. He suspected that she was 
drunk. He was certain that she was extremely 
unpleasant. The suggestion that she might be 
his mother filled him with loathing. It was not 
amy pleasanter to think of her as a grandmother. 
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Mrs. Doolan clung tightly to his arm with both 

her skinny hands. 

Mr. Flanagui approached them from behind; 
leaning across Iliorawsy's shoulders, he whis- 
pered in his ear: 

"There's not about the place — there's not 
within the four seas of Ireland, one that has as 
much knowledge of fairies and all belonging to 
them as that old woman." 

"Fairies I" said Lovaway. "Did you say 

Surely you didn't say fairies?" 

"I just thought you'd be pleased," said Flana- 
gan, "and it's lucky, so it is, that Mrs, Doolan 
should happen to be in the town to-night of all 
nights, just when them ones — the fairies, you 
know, doctor — ^has half the children in the town 
took with pains in their stomachs." 

Dr. Lovaway looked round Imn wildly. He 
supposed that Flanagan must be mad. He had 
no doubt that the old woman was drunk. 

"I've seen the like before," she said, leering 
up into Lovaway*s face. "I've seen worse. I've 
seen a strong man tying himself into knots with 
the way they had him held, and there's no cure 
for it only " 

Lovaway caught sight of Sergeant RahiUy. 
In his first rush to reach the stricken child he had 
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left the sergeant liehind. The sergeant was a 
heavy man who moved witli dignity. 

"Take this woman away>" said Lovaway. 
"Don't let her hold me." 

"Doctor, darling," whined Mrs. Doolan, 
"don't be saying the like of that" 

"Biddy Doolan," said the sergeant, sternly, 
"will you let go of the doctor? I'd be sorry to 
arrest you, so I would, but arrested you'll be if 
you don't get alcmg home out of that and ke^ 
quiet" 

Mrs. Doolan loosed her hold on the doctor's 
um, but she did not go home. She followed 
Lovaway up the street, moving, for so old a ' 
woman, at a surprising pace. 

"Doctor, dear," she said, "don*t be giving 
medicine to them childer. Don't do it now. 
You'll only anger them that's done it, and it's a 
terrible thing when them ones is angry." 

"Get away home out of that, Biddy Doolan," 
said the sergeant 

"Don't be hard on an old wonum, now, ser- 
geant," said Mrs. Doolan. "It's for your own 
good and the good of your child I'm speaking. 
Doctor, dear, tiiere's no cure but the one. A 
cup of water from the well of Tubber Neeve, 
the same to be drawn up in a new tin can that 
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nerer was used. Let the child or tJie man, or H 
might be the cow, or whatever it is, let it drink 
that, a cup at a time, and let you " 

Lovaway followed by the sergeant, entered the 
barrack. He needed no guiding to the rocnn in 
which Molly lay. Her shrieks would hare led 
a blind man to her bedside, 

Mrs. Doolan was stopped at the door by a 
burly constable. She shouted her last advice to 
the doctor as he climbed the stairs. 

"Let you take a handful of rowan berries and 
lay than m the stomach or wherever the pain 
might be, and if you wrap them in a yellow ckrth 
it will be better; but they'll work well enough 
without that, only not so quick." 

Driven off by the constable Mrs. Doolan went 
back to Flanagan's shop. She was quite calm 
and did not any longer appear to be the worse 
for the porter she had drunk. 

"You'll give me another sup, now, Mr. Flana- 
gan," she said. "It's well I deserve it. It's 
terrible dry work talking to a man like that one 
who won't hsten to a word you're saying." 

Flanagan filled a large tumbler with porter 
uid handed it to her. 

"Tell me this now, Mrs. Doolan," he said. 
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"What's the matter with Molly Kahilly and the 
rest of them?" 

"It's green apples," said Mrs. Doolan, "green 
apples that they ate in the doctor's gaxdea, 
Didn't I see the little lady sitting in the tree 
and the rest of the childer with her?" 

Dr. LoTaway made a somewhat similar diag- 
nosis. He spent sereral busy hours going in 
and out of the houses where the sufferers lay. 
It was not till a quarter post eleven that he re- 
turned to his home and the town settled down 
for the ni^t. At half-past eleven — long after 
the legal cloong hour — Sergeant Rahilly was 
sitting with Mr. Flanagan in the room behind 
the shop, A bottle of whisky and a jug of water 
were on the table in front of them. 

"It's a queer thing now about that doctor," 
said Flanagan. "After what Dr. Farelly said 
to me I made dead sure he'd be pleased to find 
fairies about the place. But he was not When 
I told him it was fairies he looked like a man 
that wanted to curse and didn^ rightly know 
how. But sure the English is all queer, and the 
time you'd think you have them pleased is the 
very time they'd be most vexed with you." 
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IT was Tuesday, a Tuesday early in October. 
Dr. Lovaway finished his breakfast quietly, 
ccHiacious that he had a long morning before 
him and nothing particular to do. Tuesday is a 
quiet day in Dunailin; Wednesday is market 
day and people are busy, the doctor as well as 
everybody else. Young yrcanea who crane into 
town with butter to sell take the opportunity of 
having their babies vaccinated on Wednesday. 
Old wtxnen, with baskets on their arms, find it 
convenient en that day to ask the doctor for 
s(Hnething to rub into knee-joints where rheu- 
matic pains are troublesome. Old men, who 
have ridden into town on their donkeys, consult 
the doctor about chronic coug^, and seek bottles 
likely to relieve "an impression on the chest." 

Fridays, when the Petty Sessions* Court ats, 
axe almost as busy. Mr. TimotJiy Flanagan, a 
magistrate in virtue of the fact that he is Chair- 
man of the Urban District Council, administers 
justice of a rude and tmcertain kind in the Court 
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House. While angry litigants are settling their 
business there, and repentant drunkards are pay- 
ing the moderate fines imposed on them, their 
wives ask the doctor for advice about the treat- 
ment of whooping cough or the best way of 
treatizig a child which has incautiously stepped 
into a fire. Fair days, which occur once a month, 
are the busiest days of all. Everyone is in town 
(HI fair days, and every kind of ailment is 
brou^ to tiie doctor. Towards evening he has 
to put stitches into one or two cut scalps and 
sometimes set a broken limb. On Mondays and 
Thursdays the doctor sits in his office for an hour 
or two to raster births and deaths. 

But Tuesdays, unless a fair happens to fall 
on Tuesday, are quiet days. On this particular 
Tuesday Dr. Lovaway was pleasantly aware 
that he had nothing whatever to do and might 
count on having the whole day to himself. It 
was raining very heavily, but the weather did not 
trouble him at all. He had a plui for t&e day 
which rain could not mar. 

He sat down at his writing table, took fnxn a 
drawer a bundle of foolscap paper, fitted a new 
nib to his pen and filled his ink bottle. He be- 
gan to write. 
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"A Study of the Remarkable Xncreaae of 
Lunacy in Riu-al Connaug^." 

The title looked well. It would, he felt, eer^ 
tainly attract the attention of the editor of The 
British Medical Jov/mal. 

Bui Dr. Loraway did not like it. It was not 
for the editor of The Britigh Medical Jourrud, 
or indeed, for a scientific public i^at he wanted 
to write. He started fresh on a new sheet of 
paper. 

"Lunacy in the West of Ireland: Its Cause 
and Cure." 

That struck him as the kind of title which 
would appeal to a philanthropist out to e£fect a 
social reform of some kind. But Dr. Loraway 
was not satisfied with it. He respected re- 
fonners and was convinced of the value of their 
work, but his real wish was to write somethiog 
of a literary kind. With prodigal extravagance 
he tore up another whole sheet of foolscap and 
began again. 

"The Passing of the GaeL Ireland's Crowded 
Madhouses." 

He purred a little over that title and then be- 
gan the article itself. What he wanted to say 
was clear in his mind. He had been three weeks 
in Dunailin and he had spent more time over 
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hmatics than anytiung else. AJmost erery day 
he found hizoself called upon by Sergeuit Ra- 
hilly to "certify" a lunatic, to commit some un- 
fortunate person with diseased intellect to an 
asylum. Sometimes he signed the required docu- 
ment. Often he hesitated, although he was al- 
ways supplied by the sergeuit and his constables 
with a wealth of lurid detail about the dangerous 
and homicidal tendencies of the patient. Dr. 
Loraway was profoundly impressed. 

He gave his whole mind to the consideration 
of the problem which pressed on him. He bal- 
anced theories. He blamed tea, inter-marriage, 
potatoes, bad whisky, religious enthusiasm, and 
did not find any of them nor all of them together 
satisfactory as explanations of the awful facts. 
He fell hack finally on a theory of race de- 
cadence. Already fine phrases were forming 
themselves in his mind: "The inexpressible 
beauty of autumnal decay." "The exquisiteness 
of the decadent efflorescence of a passing race." 

He covered a sheet of foolscap with a bare — 
he called it a detached — statement of the facts 
about Irish lunacy. He had just begun to re- 
count his own experience when there was a knock 
at the door. The housekeeper, a legacy from 
Dr. Farelly, came in to tell him that Constable 
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Malone wished to speak to him. Dr. Loraway 
left his MS, witii a sigh. He found Constable 
Malone, a tall man of magnificent physique, 
standing in the hall, the raindrops dripping from 
the cape he wore. 

"The sergeant is after sending me round to 
you, sir," said Constable Malone, "to know 
would it be convenient for you to attend at 
Ballygnm any time this afternoon to certify a 
lunatic r* 

"Surely not anotherl" said Dr. Lovaway. 

"It was mysdf found him, sir," said the con- 
stable with an air of pride in his achievement. 
"The sergeant bid me say that he'd have Patsy 
Doolan's car engaged for you, and that him and 
me would go with you so that you wouldn't have 
any trouble more than the trouble of going to 
BaUygran, which is an out-of-the-way place sure 
Plough, and it's a terrible day." 

"Is the man violrait?" asked Dr. Lovaway. 

By way of reply Constable Malone gave a 
short account of the man's position in life. 

"He's some kind of a nephew of Mrs. Finne- 
gan," he said, "and they call him Jinuny Finne- 
gan, though Finnegan mi^t not be his proper 
name. He does be helping Finnegan himself 
about the farm, and they say he's middling use- 
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fill. But, of course, now the harvest's gathered, 
Finnegan will be able to do well enough without 
him till the spring." 

This did not seem to Dr. Loraway a suffici»it 
reason for incarcerating Jimmy in an asylum. 

"But is he violent?" he repeated. "Is he dan- 
gerous to himself or others?" 

"He never was the same as other boys," said 
the constable, "and the way of it with fellows 
like that is what you wouldn't know. He mi^t 
be quiet enough to-day and be slaughtering all 
before him to-morrow. And what Mrs. Finne- 
gan says is that she'd be glad if you'd see the 
poor boy to^y because she's in dread of what 
he might do to-morrow night?" 

"To-morrow nightl Why to-morrow ni^t?" 

"There's a change in the moon to-morrow," 
said l^e constable, "and they do say Hiat the 
moon has terrible power over fellows that's took 
that way." 

Dr. Lovaway, who' was young and Ixained In 
scientific methods, was at first inclined to argue 
with Constable Malcne about the effect of the 
moon on the hiunan mind. He refrained, re- 
flecting that it is an impious thing to destroy an 
innocent superstition. One of the great beauties 
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of Celtic Ireland is that it still clings to faiths 

fcarsaken by the rest of the world. 

At two o'clock that afternoon Dr. Lovaway 
took his seat on Fatsy Doolan's car. It was still 
raining heavily. Dr. Loraway wore an orercoat 
of his own, a garment which had offered excel- 
lent protection against rainy days in Manchester. 
In Dunailin, for a drive to Ballygran, the coat 
was plainly insufficient. Mr. Flanagan hurried 
from his shop with a large oilskin cape taken 
from a p^ in his men's out^tting department. 
Constable Malone, under orders from the ser- 
geant, went to the priest's house and borrowed 
a waterproof rug. Johnny Conemey, the butch- 
er, appeared at the last moment with a sou'- 
wester whidi he put cm the doctor's head and tied 
imder his chin. It would not be the fault of the 
people of Dunailin, if Lovaway, with his weak 
Itmgs, "died on them." 

Patsy Doolan did not contribute anything to 
the doctor's outfit, but displayed a care for his 
safety. 

"Take a good grip now, clbctor," he said. 
"Take a hold of the little rail there beside you. 
The mare might be a bit wild on account of the 
rain, and her only clipped yesterday, and the 
road to Ballygran is jolty in parts." 
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Sergeant Rahilly and Constable Malone sat 
on one side of the car, Dr. Lovaway was cm the 
other. Patsy Doolan sat on the driver's seat. 
Even with that weight behind her the mare 
proved herself to be "a bit wild." She went 
through the village in a series of bounds, shied 
at everything she saw in the road, and did not 
settle down until the car turned into a rough 
track which led up throuj^ the mountains to 
Ballygran. Dr. Lovaway held on tight with 
both hands. Patsy Doolan, looking back over 
his left shoulder, spoke words of encouragement. 

"ItH be a bit strange to you at first, so it will," 
he said. "But by ibe time you're six montiis ia 
Dunailin we'll have you taught to sit a car, the 
same as it might be an armchair you were on." 

Dr. Lovaway, clinging on for his life while 
the car bumped over boulders, did not believe 
that a car would ever become to him as an arm- 
chair. 

Ballygran is a remote place, very difficult of 
access. At tbs bottom of a steep hill, a stream, 
whidi seemed a raging torrent to Dr. Lovaway, 
flowed across the road. The mare objected very 
strcmgly to wading through it. Farther on the 
track along which they drove became precipitous 
and more stony than ever. Another stream, 
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scoming its properly appointed course, flowed 
down the road, rolling large stones with it. 
Patsy Doolan was obliged to get down and lead 
the mare. After [persuading her to advance 
twenty yards or so he called for the help of tiie 
poHce. Sergeant Rahilly took the other side of 
the mare's head. Constable Malone pushed at 
the back of the car. Dr. Lovaway, uncomfort- 
able and rather nervous, wanted to get down and 
wade too. But the sergeuit would not hear of 
this. 

"Let you sit still," he said. "The water's 
over the tops of my boots, so it is, and where's 
the use of you getting a wetting that might be 
the death of you?" 

"Is it much farther?" asked Lovaway, 

The sergeant considered the matter. 

"It might be a mile and a hit," he said, "frran 
where we are this minute." 

The mile was certainly an Irish mile, and Dr. 
Lovaway began to think that there were some 
things in Kngland, miles for instance, which are 
better managed than they are in Ireland. "The 
bit" which followed the mile belonged to a sys- 
tem of measuronent even more generous than 
Irish miles and acres. 

"I suppose now," said the sergeant, "that the 
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country you come from is a lot different from 
this." 

He had taken his seat again <m the car after 
leading the mare up the river. He spoke in a 
cheery, conversational tone. Dr. Lovaway 
thought of Manchester and the surrounding dis- 
trict, thought of trams, trains, and paved streets. 

"It is different," he said, "very different in- 
deed." 

Ballygran appeared at last, dimly risible 
through the driving rain. It was a miserable- 
looking hovel, roofed with sodden thatch, sur- 
rounded by a sea of mud. A bare-footed woman 
stood in the doorway. She wore a tattered skirt 
and a bodice fastened across her breast with a 
brass safety-pin. Behind her stood a tall man 
in a soiled flannel jacket and a pair of trousers 
which hung in a ragged fringe round his ankles. 

"Come in," said Mrs. Finnegan, "c<nne in the 
whole of yez. It's a terrible day, sergeant, and 
I wonder at you bringing the doctor out in the 
weather that does be it in. Michael" — she 
.turned to her husband who stood behind her — 
"let Patsy Doolan be putting tiie mare into the 
shed, and let you be helping him. Come in now, 
doctor, and take an air of the fire. I'll wet a cup 
of tea for you, so I wiU." 
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Dr. Lovaway passed through a low door into 
the cottage. His eyes gradually became accus- 
tomed to the gloom inside and to the turf smoke 
which filled the room. In a comer, seated on a 
low stool, he saw a young man crouching over 
the fire. 

"That's him," said Mrs. Finnegan. "That's 
the poor hay, doctor. The sergeant will have 
been telling you about him." 

The bc^ rose from his stool at the sound of her 
voice. 

"Speak to the gentleman now," said Mrs. 
Finnegan. "Speak to the doctor, Jinmiy 
alannah, and tell him the way you are." 

"Your honour's welcome," said Jimmy, in a 
thin, cracked voice. "Your honour's welcome 
surely, though I don't mind that ever I set eyes 
on you before." 

"Whidit now, Jimmy," said the se^eant. 
"It's the doctor that's come to see you, and it's 
for your own good he's come." 

"I know that," said Jimmy, "and I know he'll 
be wanting to have me put away. Well, what 
must be, must be, if it's the will of God, and if 
it's before me it may as well be now as any other 
time." 

"You see thd way he is," said the sergeant. 
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"And I have the papers here already to be 



Dr. Lovaway saw, or believed he saw, exactly 
how things were. The boy was evidently of 
weak mind. There was little sign of actual 
lunacy, no sign at all of violence about him. 
Mrs. Fimiegan added a voluble description of 
the case. 

"It might be a whole day," she said, "and he 
wouldn't be speaking a word, nor he wouldn't 
seem to hear if you speak to him, and he*d just 
sit there by the fire the way you see him without 
he'd be doing little turns about the place, feeding 
the pig, or mending a gap in the wall or the like. 
I will say for Jinuny, the poor boy's always 
willing to do tile best he can." 

"Don't be troubling the doctor now, Mrs. 
Finnegan," said the sergeant. "He knows the 
way it is with the boy without your telling him. 
Just let the doctor sign what has to be signed 
and get done with it. Aren't we wet enou^ as 
it is without standing here talking half the day?" 

The mention of the wet conditim of tiie party 
roused Mrs. Finnegan to action. She hung a 
kettle fn»n a blackened hook in the chimney and 
piled up turf oa the fire. Jinmiy was evidently 
quite intelligoit enough to know how to boil 
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water. He took the bellows, went down on his 
knees, and blew the fire diligently. Mrs. Finne- 
gan spread a somewhat dirty tablecloth on a 
still dirtier table and had out cups and saucers on 
it. 

Dr. Lovaway was puzzled. The boy at the 
fire might be, pn^ably was, mentally deficient. 
He was not a case for an asylum. He was cer- 
tainly not likely to become violent or to do any 
harm either to himself or anyone else. It was 
not clear why Mrs. Fizmegan, who seemed a 
kindly woman, should wish to have him shut up. 
It was very diflBcult to imagine any reason for 
the action of the police in the matter. Constable 
Malone had discovered the existence of the boy 
in this remote place. Sergeant Rahilly had 
taken a great deal of trouble in preparing papei^ 
for his committal to the asylum, and had driven 
out to Ballygran on a most inclement day. Dr. 
Lovaway wished he understood what was hap- 
pening. 

Finnegan, having left Patsy Doolan's mare, 
and apparently Patsy Doolan himsdf in the 
shed, came into the house. 

Dr. Lovaway appealed to him. 

"It doesn't seem to me," he said, "that tiiis 
boy ought to be sent to an asylum. I shall be 
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^ad to hear aaything you hare to tell me about 
him." 

"Well now," said Mr. Fiunegan, "he's a good, 
quiet kind of a boy, and if he hasn't too much 
sense there's many another has less." 

"That's what I tiiink," said Dr. Loraway. 

Jimmy stopped blowing the fire and looked 
round suddenly. 

"Sure, I know well you're wanting to put me 
away/' he said. 

"It's for your own good," said the sergeant. 

"It'll do him no harm anyway," said Finne- 
gan, "if so be he's not kept there." 

"Kept I" said the sergeant. "Is it likely now 
that they'd keep a boy like Jimmy? He'll be 
out again as soon as ever he's in. I'd say now a 
fortnight is the longest he'll be there." 

"I wouldn't like," said Finnegan, "that he'd 
be kept too long. I'll be wanting him for spring 
work, but I'm willing to spare him ^om this till 
Christmas if you like." 

Dr. Lovaway, though a young man and cm- 
stituticaially timid, was capable of occasional 
firmness. 

"I'm certainly not going to certify that boy 
as a lunatic," he said. 

"Come now, doctor," said the sergeant per- 
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suasively, "after cooamg so far and the wet day 
and alL What have you to do only to put your 
name at the bottom of a piece of paper? And 
Jimmy's willing to go. Aren't you, Jimmy!" 

"I'll go if I'm wanted to go," said Jimmy. 

The water boiled. Mrs. Finnegan was spread- 
ing butter on long slices cut from a home-baked 
loaf. It was Jimmy who took the kettle from 
the hook and filled the teapot. 

"Mrs. Finnegan," sfud Dr. Inavaway, "why 
do you want the boy put into an asylum?" 

"Is it me wanting him put away?" she said. 
"I want no such thing. The notion never en- 
tered my head, nor Michael's either, who's beoi 
like a father to the boy. Only when Constable 
Malone came to me, and when it was a matter of 
pleasing him and the sergeant, I didn't want to 
be disobliging, for the sergeant is always a good 
friend of mine, and Constable Malone is a young 
man I've a liking for. But as for wanting to get 
rid of Jimmy) Why would I? Nobody'd 
grudge the bit the creature would eat, and there's 
many a little turn he'd be doing for me about 
the house." 

Mr. Finnegan was hovering in the back- 
ground, half hidden in the smoke whidi filled 
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the house. He felt that he ought to support his 
wife. 

"What I said to the seigeant," he said, "no 
longer ago than last Friday when I happened 
to be in town about a case I had <m in the Petty 
Sessions* Court — what I said to the sergeant 
was this: 'So long as the hay isn't kept there 
too long, and so long as he's willing to go * " 

Jimmy, seated again on his low stool before 
the fire, looked up. 

"Amn*t I ready to go wherever I'm wantedf* 
he said. 

"There you are now, doctor," said the ser- 
geant. "You'll not refuse the poor boy when 
he wants to go?" 

"Sergeant," said Dr. Lovaway, "I can't, I 
really can't certify that boy is a lunatic. I dcai't 
understand why you ask me to. It seems to 
me " 

Poor Lovaway was mudi agitated. It seemed 
to him that he had been drawn into an infamous 
conspiracy against the liberty of a particularly 
helpless human being. 

"I don't think you ou^it to have asked me to 
come here," he said. "I don't think you should 

have suggested It seems to me, sergeant, 

that your conduct has been most reprehensible. 
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I'm indinal to think I ou^it to report ibe maV 

ter to— to " Dr. Loraway was not quHe 

sure about the proper place to which to send a 
report about the conduct of a sergeant of tiie 
Irish Police. "To the proper authorities," he 
concluded feebly. 

"There, there," said the sergeuit, soothingly, 
•Ve'Il say no more about the matter. I wouldn't 
like you to be vexed, doctor.'* 

But Dr. Lovaway. having once begun to 
speak his mind, was not inclined to stop. 

"This isn't the first time this sort of thing has 
happened," he said. "You've asked me to certify 
lunacy in some very doubtful cases. I don't un- 
derstand your motives, but " 

"Well, well," said tiie sergeant, "there's no 
harm done anyway." 

Mrs. Finnegan, like all good women, was 
anxious to keep ibe peace among the men under 
her roof. 

"Is the tea to your liking, doctor," she sud, 
"or will I give you a taste more sugar in it? 
I'm a great one for sugar myself, but they tdl 
me there's them that drinks tea with ne'er a 
grain of sugar in it at all. They must be queer 
people that do that." 

She held a spo<»i, heaped up with sugar, over 
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tbe doctor's cup as she spoke. He was obliged to 
stop lecturing the sergeant in order to convince 
her that his tea was already quite sweet enough. 
It was, indeed, far too sweet for his taste, for he 
was one of those queer people vdiose tastes Mrs. 
Finnegan could not understand. 

The drive home ought to have beai in every 
way pleasanter than the drive out to Ballygran. 
Fatsy Doolan's mare was subdued in temper; so 
docile, indeed, that she allowed Jimmy to put her 
between the shafts. She made no attempt to 
stand on her bind legs, and did not shy even at 
a young pig which bdted across the road in front 
of her. Dr. Lovaway could sit on his side of the 
car without holding on. The rain had ceased 
and great wisps of mist were sweeping clear of 
the hUItops, leaving fine views of grey rock and 
heather-clad slopes. But Dr. Lovaway did not 
enjoy himself. Being an Englishman he had a 
gtrcxig sense of duty, and was afflicted as no 
Irishman ever is by a civic conscience. He felt 
that he aagbt to bring home somehow to Ser* 
geant Bahilly a sense of the iniquity of trying to 
shut up sane, or almost sane, people in lunatic 
asyltmis. Being of a gentle and friendly nature 
he hated making himself unpleasant to anyone, 
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especially to a man like Sergeant Rahilly, who 
had been very kind to him. 

The path of duty was not made uiy easier to 
him by the behaTiour of the sergeant. Instead 
of being overwhelmed by a sense of discovered 
guilt, the police, both R^iilly and Constable Ma- 
lone, were pleasantly chatty, and evidently bait 
on making the drive home as agreeable as pos- 
sible for the doctor. They told him the names 
of the hills and the more distant mountains. 
They showed the racact bank at the side of the 
road from behind which certain murderous men 
had fired at a land agwt in 1885. They ex- 
plained the route of a light railway which a for- 
gotten Chief Secretary had planned but had 
never built owing to change of Government and 
his loss of office. Not one word was said about 
Jimmy, or lunatics, or asylums. It was with 
great difficulty that Dr. Lovaway succeeded at 
last in breaking in on the smooth flow of chatty 
roniniseences. But when he did speak he spoke 
strongly. As with most gentle and timid men, 
his language was almost violent when he bad 
screwed himself up to the point of speaking at 
alL 
The two policemen listened to all he said with 
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the utmost good humour. Indeed, tiie sergeant 
supported bun. 

"You hear what the doctor's saying to you. 
Constable Molone," he said. 

"I do, surely," said the constable. 

"Well, I hope youll attend to it," said the ser* 
geant, "and let there be no more of the sort of 
work that the doctor's complaining of." 

"But I mean you too, sergeant," said Dr. 
JjQfva,wa,y. "You're just as much to blame as 
the constable. Indeed more, for you're his su- 
perior officer." 

"I know that," said the sergeant; "I know 
that well. And what's more, I'm thankful to 
you, doctor, for speaking out what's in your 
mind. Many a one wouldn't do it. And I know 
that every word you've been saying is for my 
good and for the good of Constable Malone, 
ndio's a young man yet imd mi^t improve if 
handled right. That's why I'm thanking you, 
doctor, for what you've said." 

When Solomon said Ibat a soft answer tumetii 
away wrath he understated a great truth. A 
soft answer, if soft enough, will deflect the stroke 
of the sword of justice. Dr. Lovaway, thou^ 
his conscience was stiU uneasy, could say no 
mcffe. He felt that it was totally impossible to 
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report Sergeant Rahilly*8 way^ of dealing with 
lunatics to the higher authorities. 

That night Sergeant Rahilly called on Mr. 
Flanagan, going into the house by the back door, 
for the hour was late. He chose porter rather 
than whisky, feeling perhaps that his nerves 
needed soothing and that a stronger stimulant 
might be a httle too much for him. After finish- 
ing a second bottle and opening a third, he spoke. 

"I'm troubled in my mind,'* he said, "over this 
new doctor. Here I am doing the best I can for 
him ever since he cune to the town, according 
to what I promised Dr. Farelly." 

"No mui," said Flanagan, "could do more 
than what you've done. Everyone knows that." 

"I've set the poUce scouring the country," said 
l^e sergeant, "searching high and low and in and 
out for anyone, man or woman, that was the 
least bit queer in the head. They've worked 
hu^l, so they have, and I've worked hard my- 
self." 

"No man harder," said Flanagan. 

"And everyone we found," said the Sergeant, 
"was a guinea into the doctor's pocket. A 
guinea, mind you, that's the fee for certifying a 
lunatic, and devil a pomy either I or the cm- 
stables get out of it." 
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"Nor you wouldn't be looking for it, sergeant. 
I know that." 

"I would not. And I'm not complaining of 
getting nothing. But it's damned hard when 
the doctor won't take what's offered to him, 
when we've had to work early and late to get it 
for him. Would you believe it now, Mr. Flana- 
gan, he's refused to certify half of the ones we've 
found for him?" 

"Do you tell me that?" said Flanagan. 

"ITirowing good money away," said the ser- 
geaat; "uid to-day, when I took him to see that 
boy that does be hving in Finnegan's, whidi 
would have put two guineas into his pocket, on 
account of being outside his own district, instead 
of saying 'thank you' like any ordinary man 
would, nothing would do him only to be cursing 
and swearing. 'It's a crime,' says he, 'and a 
scandal,* says he, 'and it's swearing away the 
liberty of a poor man,* says he; and more to 
that. Now I ask you, Mr. Flanagan, where's 
the crime and where's the scandal?" 

"There's none," said Flanagan. "What harm 
would it have done the lad to be put away for a 
bitf 

"That's what I said to the doctor. What's 
more, they'd have let the boy out in a fortnight, 
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as soon as they knew what way it was witii him. 
I told the doctor that, but 'crime,' says he, and 
'scandal,' says he, and 'conspiracy,' says he. Be 
damn, but to hear him talk you'd think I was 
trying to take two guineas out of his pocket in- 
stead of trying to put it in, and there's the thanks 
X get for going out of my way to do the best 
I oould for him so as he'd rest content in this 
place and let Dr. Farelly stay where he is to be 
cutting the legs off the Germans." 

"It's hard, so it is," said Flanagui, "and I'm 
sorry for you, sergeant. But that's the way 
things is. As I was saying to you once before 
and maybe oftener, the English is queer people, 
and the more you'd be trying to please them the 
less they like it. It's not easy to deal with them, 
and that's a fact." 
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THE BANDS OF BALLTGUTTEET 

THE Wolfe Tone Republican Club has 
its headquarters at Ballygjutteiy. Its 
members, as may be jessed, profess the 
strongest form of Nationalism. There are about 
sixty of them. The Loyal True-Blue Invin- 
dbles are an Orange Lodge. They also meet in 
Ballyguttery. There are betwe^i seventy and 
eighty Loyal Invincibles. There are also in tiie 
village ten adult males who are not members of 
either the club or the lodge. Six of these are 
.policemen. The other four are feeble people of 
no account, who n^lect the first duty of good 
citizens and take no interest in pohtics. 

Early in September the Wolfe Tone Republi- 
cans determined to hold a demonstration. They 
wished to convince a watching world, especially 
the United States of America, that the people 
of Ballyguttery are unanimous and enthusiastic 
in the cause of Irish independence. They pro^ 
posed to mardi timmgh the village street in pro- 
cemcn, wiA a band playing tunes in front of 
s» 
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them, and thai to listen to speeches made hy* 
eminent men in a field. 

The Loyal InTincibles heard of the intended 
demonstration. They could hardly help hearing 
of it, for the Wolfe Tone Repubheans talked of 
nothing else, and the people of BaUyguttery, 
whatever their politics, live on friendly terms 
with each other and enjoy l<Hig talks about 
public affairs. 

The Loyal Invincibles at once assembled and 
passed a long resolution, expressing their de- 
termination to put a stop to any National dem- 
onstration. They were moved, they said, by 
the neces»ty for preserving law and order, safe- 
guarding life and property, and maintaining 
civil and religious liberty. No intention could 
have been better than theirs ; but the Wolfe Tone 
Republicans also had excellent intentions, and 
did not see why they should not demonstrate if 
they wished to. They invited all the eminent 
men they could think of to make speeches for 
'tiiem. They also spent a good deal of money 
on printing, and placarded the walls round the 
village witii posters, annotmcing that their dem- 
onstration would be held on September fif- 
teenth, the anniversary of the execution of their 
patrcm Wolfe Tcme by the English. 
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In fact Wolfe Tone was not executed by the 
EngKsli or anyone else, and the date of his death 
was Noyember the nineteenth. But that made 
no difference to either side, because no one in 
Ballyguttery ever reads history. 

The Loyal True-BIue Invincibles did not teu 
down the posters. They were kindly men, 
averse to unneighbourly acts. But they put up 
posters of their own, sununoning every man of 
sound principles to assemble on September fif- 
teenth at 10.80 A.M, in order to preserve law, 
order, life, property, and liberty, by force if 



Mr. Hinde, District Inspector of Police in 
Ballyguttery, was c<aisidering the situation. 
He was in an uncomfortable position, for he bad 
only four cmstables and one sergeant under his 
c(»nmand. It seemed to him that law and order 
would disappear for the time, life and property 
be in danger, and that he would not be able to 
interfere very much with anybody's liberty. 
Mr. Hinde was, however, a young man of natu- 
rally optimistic temper. He had lived in Ire- 
land all his life, and he had a profound belief 
in the happening of unexpected things. 

On September the tenth the Wolfe Tone Re- 
publicans made a most distressing discovery. 
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Six months before, they had lent their band in- 
struments to the Thomas Emmet Club, an im- 
portant association of Nationalists tn tlie neigh- 
bouring village. 

The Thomas Bmmets, faced with a demand 
for the return of the instruments, confessed that 
tfaejr had lent tbem to the Martyred Archbishops* 
branch of the Gaelic Lea^e. They, in turn, 
had lent them to the Manchester Martyrs' Gaelic 
Football Association. These athletes would, no 
doubt, have returned the instruments honestly; 
but unfortunately their association had been sup- 
pressed by the Government six weeks earlier and 
had only just been re-formed as the Irish Ireland 
National Brotherhood. 

In the process of dissolution and reincarna- 
tion the band instruments bad disappeared. No 
one knew where they were. The only su^[estion 
the footballers had to make was that the police 
had taken tiiem when suppressing the Manches- 
ter Martyrs. This seemed probable, and the 
members of the Wolfe Tone Republican Club 
asked their president, Mr. Cornelius O'Farrelly, 
to call on Mr. Hinde and inquire into the matter. 

Mr. Hinde was surprised, very agreeably 
surprised, at receiving a visit one evening tram 
the president of the Republican Club. In 
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Ireland, leading politicians, whatever school they 
belong to, are seldom m friendly terms with the 
police. He greeted O'Farrelly warmly. 

"What I was wishing to speak to you about 
was this — " O'Farrelly begui. 

"Fill your pipe before you begin talking," 
said Mr. Hinde. "Here's some tobacco." He 
offered his pouch as he spoke. "I wish I could 
offer you a drink; but there's no ^rtiisky to be got 
nowadays." 

"I know that," said OTarrelly in a friendly 
tone, "and what's more, I know you'd offer it to 
me if you had it." 

He filled bis pipe and lit it. Then he began 
again: "What I was wishing to speak to you 
about is the band instruments." 

"If you want a subscription — " said Hinde. 

"I do not want any subscription." 

"That's just as well, for you wouldn't get it if 
you did. I've no money, for one thing; and 
besides it wouldn't suit a man in my positdcHi to 
be subscribing to rebel bands." 

"I wouldn't ask you," said O'Farrelly. "Don't 
I know as well as yourself that it would be no 
use? And anyway it isn't the money we want, 
but our own band instruments." 

"What's happened to them?" said Hinde. 
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"You bad a lot. Last time I saw your band it 
was fitted out witii drums and trumpets enou^ 
for a raiment." 

"It's just them we're trying to get back." 

"If anyone has stolen them," said Hinde, "111 
look into the matter and do my best to catcb the 
tiiief for you." 

"Nobody stole them," said O'Farrelly; "not 
what you'd call stealing, anyway; but it's our 
belief that the police has them." 

"You're wrong there," said Hinde. "The 
pdice ncTer touched your instruments, and 
wouldn't." 

"They might not if tbey knew they wctc omrs. 
But {lom information received we think the 
police took them instruments the time tiiey were 
suppressing the Manchester Martyrs beyond the 
Lisnan, the instruments being lent to them foot- 
ballera at that time." 

"I remember all about that business," said 
Hinde. "I was there myself. But we never saw 
your instruments. All we took away with us was 
two old footballs and a set of rotten goal-posts. 
Whatever happened to your instruments, we 
didn't take them. I expect," said Hinde, "that 
the Manchester Marlyr boys pawned them." 

O'Farrelly sat silent. It was unfortunately 
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quite possible that the members of the football 
club had pawned the instruinents, intending, of 
course, to redeem them when the club fimds per- 
mitted. 

"I*m sorry for you," said Hinde. "It's 
awkward for you losing your drums and things 
just now, with this demonstration of yours ad- 
vertised all over the place. You'll hardly be able 
to hold the demonstration, will you?" 

"The demcai5trati(m will be held," said O'Far- 
relly firmly. 

"Not without a band, surely. Hang it. all, 
O'Farrelly, a demtmstration is no kind of use 
without a band. It wouldn't be a demonstration. 
You know that as well as I do." 

O'Farrelly was painfully aware that a dem- 
onstration without a band is a poor business. 
He rose sadly and said good night. Hinde felt 
sorry for him. 

"If the police had any instruments," he said, 
"I'd lend them to you. But we haTen't a band 
of our own here. There aren't enough of us." 

This assurance, though it was of no actual use, 
cheered O'Farrelly. It occurred to him that 
though the poli(£ had no band instruments to 
lend it might be possible to borrow elsewhere. 
The Loyal True-Blue Invincibles, for instance, 
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had a very fine band, well supplied in erery way, 
p^ticularly with big drums. O'Farrdly thou^t 
the situation orer and then called on Jimmy 
McLoughlin, the blacksmith, ^o was the see- 
retary of the Orange Lodge. 

"Jimmy," said O'FarreUy, "we're in trouble 
about the demcmstraticm that's to be held next 
Tuesday." 

"It'd be better for you," s^d Jimmy, "if that 
demonstration was never held. For let me tell 
you this: the Lodge boys has their minds made 
up to have no Papist rebels demonstrating here." 

"It isn't you, nor your Orange Lodge nor all 
the damned Protestants in Ireland would be fit 
to stop us," said O'Farrelly. 

Jimmy McLou^ilin spit on his hands as if 
in preparation for the fray. Then he wiped 
them on his apron, remembering that the time 
for fighting had not yet come. 

"And what's the matter with your demonstra- 
tion?" he asked. 

"It's the want of instruments for the band 
that has us held up," said O'FarreUy. "We lent 
them, so we did, and the fellows that had them 
didn't return them." 

Jimmy McLoughlin pondered the situation. 
He was as well aware as Mr. Hinde, as O'Far- 
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lelly himself, that a denitmstratioa without a 
band is a Tain thing. 

"It would be a pity now," he said slowly, "if 
anything was to interfere with that demonstra- 
tion, seeing as how you're ready for it and we're 
ready for you." 

"It would be a pity. Leaving aside any po- 
litical or religious differences that mi^t be 
dividing the people of Ballyguttery, it would be 
a pity for the whcAe of us if that demonstration 
was not to be held." 

"How woidd it be now," said Jimmy Mc- 
Louf^ilin, "if we was to lend you our instrumoits 
for the day?" 

"We'd be thankful to you if you did, very- 
thankful," said O'Farrelly; "and, indeed, it's no 
more thMi I'd expect from you, Jimmy, for y«i 
always were a good nei^bour. But are you sure 
that you'll not be wanting them yourselves?" 

"We will not want them," said Jimmy Me- 
Loughlin. "Itll not be drums well be beating 
that day — ^not drums, but the beads of Papists. 
But mind what I'm saying to you now. If we 
lend you the instruments, youll have to prtnnise 
that youll not carry them beyond the cross-roads 
this side of Dicky's Brae. Youll leave the whole 
of them there beyond the cross-roads, drums and 
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all. It wouldn't do if any of the instruments 
got broke cm us or the drums lost — ^wbJdi is what 
has happened more than once when there's beoi 
a bit of a fight. And it'll be at Dicky's Brae that 
well be waiting for you." 

"I thought as much," said O'Farrelly, "and 
I'd be as aorry as you'd be yourself if any harm 
was to come to your drums. They'll be left at 
the cross-roads the way you tell me. You may 
take my word for that. You can pick them up 
there yourselyes and take them back with you 
when you're going hcxne in the evening — ^those 
of you that'll be left alive to go home. For well 
be ready for you, Jimmy, and Dicky's Brae will 
suit us just as well as any other place." 

The Wolfe Tone Republicans are honourable 
men. Their band marched at the bead of the 
procession throu^ the streets of the village. 
They played all the most seditious tunes there 
are, and went on playing for half a mile outside 
the village. The police, headed by Mr. Hinde, 
foUowed them. At the cross-roads there was a 
halt. The bandsmen laid down the instruments 
very carefully cm a pile of stones be»de the road. 
Then they took the fork of tiie road which leads 
southwards. 
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The direct route to Dicky's Brae lies north- 
west along the other fork of the road. Cornelius 
O'Farrelly had Hk instinct of a military com- 
mander. His idea was to make a wide detour, 
march by a cross-road and take the Dicky Brae 
position in the rear. This would require some 
time; but ibe demonstrators had a long day be- 
fore them, and if the speeches were cut a little 
short no one would be any Ihe worse. 

Jimmy McLoughlin and the members of the 
Loyal True-Blue liiTincibles sat on the roadside 
at the foot of Dicky's Brae and waited. They 
expected that the Wolfe Tone Republicans 
would reach the place about noon. At a quarter 
to twelve Mr. Hinde and five police arrived. 
They had with them a cart carefully covered with 
sacking. No one was in the least disturbed by 
ttdr appearance. Five police, even with an 
o£Scer at their head, cumot do much to annoy 
two armies of sixty and seventy men. 

The police halted in the middle of the road. 
They made no attempt to unload ihar cart. 

At 1.80 Jimmy Mclx>u|^ilin took council 
with some of the leading members of the Ijoyal 
True-Blue Bivincible Lodge. It seemed likely 
that the Wolfe Tone Republicans had gone ofiF to 

Dinitized by Google 



100 LADY BOUNTIFUL 

demtHistrate in some other direction, deliberately 
shirking liie fight which had been promised them. 

"I'd never have thou^t it of Cornelius O'Far- 
reUy," said Jimmy sadly. "I had a better 
opinion of him, so I had. I knew be was a Papist 
and a rebel and every kind of a blac^uard, but 
I'd never have thought he was a coward." 

While be spoke, a small boy came running 
down the hill. He brought the surprising intel- 
ligence that the Wolfe Tone Q«pubUcans were 
advancing in good order from a totally imex- 
pected direction. Jimmy McLoughlin looked 
round and saw them. So did Mr. Hinde. 

While Jimmy summoned his men from tbe 
ditches where they were smoking and the fields 
into which they had wandered, Mr. Hinde gave 
an order to his police. They took the sacking 
from their cart. Underneath it were all the band 
instruments belonging to the Orange Lodge. 
The pohce unpac^d them carefully and then, 
loaded witii drums and brass instruments, went 
up the road to meet tbe Wolfe Tone Republi- 
cans. 

Jimmy McLoug^iliQ ran to Mr. Hinde, shout- 
ing as he went: 

"What are you doing with thcsn drums?" 

Mr. Hinde turned and waited for them. 
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"I'm going to hand them orer to Cornelius 
O'Farrelly," he said. 

"You're going to do nothing of the sort," said 
iJinuny, "for they're our drums, so they are.** 

"I don't know anything about that/* said Mr. 
Hinde, "all I know is that they're the instru- 
meats which O'Farrelly's band were playing 
when they marched out of Hie town. They left 
ijthem on the side of the road, where my men 
found them.*' 

"What ri^t had you to be touching them at 
bH," said Jimmy. 

"Every right. 0*Ffm%lly was complaining to 
me three days ago tiiat one set of band instru- 
ments had been stolen fnxa him. It's my busi- 
ness to see that he doesn't lose another set in the 
same way, even if he's careless enough to leave 
Ijiiem lying about on the side of Ihe road." 

"Amn't I telling you that th^re ours, not 
\nsV' said Jimmy. 

**You'll have to settle that with him." 

"Sure, if I settle that with him," said Jimmy, 
**in the only way anything could be settled with 
a pack of rebels, the instruments will be broke 
into smithereens before we're d<me." 

This seemed very likely. Jinmiy McLougfa- 
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lin's buidsmen, armed with sticks and stones, 
were forming up on the road. The police had 
already handed over the largest drum to me of 
the leading Wolfe Tone Republicans. It was 
Cornelius O'FarreUy who made an attempt to 
sare the situatitn. 

He came forward and addressed Mr. Hinde. 
"It would be better," he said, "if you'd inarch 
the police off out of tjiis and let them take the 
band instruments fdong with than, for if they 
don't the drums will surely be broke and the rest 
of the things twisted up so as nobody'll erer be 
able to blow a tune on them again, which would 
be a pity and a great loss to all parties con- 
cerned." 

"I'll take the police away if you like," said 
Mr. Hinde, "but I'm hanged if I go on carting 
all those instruments about the country. I found 
them on the side of the road where you left them, 
and now that I've given than back to you I'll 
ta^ no further responsibility in the matter." 

The two sets of bandsmen were facing eadi 
other on the road. The instruments were di- 
vided between them. They were uttering the 
most bloodthirsty threats, uid it was plain thaE 
in a minute or two there would be a scrimmage. 
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"Jimmy," said O'Farrelly, "if the boys get 
to fighting " 

"I don't know," said Jimmy glocnnily, "where 
the money's to come from to buy new drums." 

"It might be better," said O'Farrelly, "if we 
was to go hcaue and leave the instruments back 
safe where they came from before worse comes 
of it." 

Ten minutes later the instruments were safely 
packed again into the cart. One of the Loyal 
True-Blue Inviucibles led the horse. A Wolfe 
T<»ie Republican sat in the cart and hdld the 
reins. Jimmy McLoughlin and Cornelius 
O'Farrelly walked together. It was plain to 
everyone that hostilities were suspended for the 
day. 

"I'm thinking," said Jimmy, "that ye didn't 
hold your demonstration after all. I hope this'll 
be a lesson to you not to be trying anything of 
the sort for the future." 

"For ail your fine talk," said O'Farrelly, "you 
didn't stop us. And why not? Because you 
weren't fit to do it." 

"We could have done it," said Jimmy, "and 
we would. But what's the use of talking? So 
long as no demonstration was held we're satis- 
fied." 
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"So long as you didn't gcrt interfering wiUi us. 
we're satisfied." 

Mr. Hinde, walking behind tiie procession 
with his five police, had perhaps the best reason 
of all for satisfaction. 
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VI 

STARTING THE TEAIN 

TOM O'DONOVAN leaned as far as pos- 
sible out of the window of the railway 
carriage, a first-class smoking carriage. 

"Good-bye Jessie, old girl," he said. "I'll be 
back the day after to-morrow, or the next day 
at latest. Take care of yourself." 

Mrs. O'Donoran, who was not very tall, stood 
on tip-toe while he kissed her. 

"You'll have time enough to get dinner in 
Dublin," she said, "or will you dine on the boat?" 

"They give you a pretty fair dinner on ihe 
boat," said Tom, "and it's less fussy to go on 
board at once." 

She had said that to him before, and he had 
made the same answer ; but it is necessary to keep 
on saying something while waitii^ for a train to 
start, and cai such occasions there is very seldom 
anything fresh to say. 

"And youH see Mr, Maimers to-morrow 
morning," she said, after a short pause. 

"Appointment for 10.S0," said Tom. "I'll 

106 

Dinitized by Google 



IW LADY BOXJNTIFUL 

breakfast at the Buston Hotel and take the tube 
to his office. Bye-bye, old garV 

But the "bye-bye," like the kiss, was prema- 
ture. The train did not start. 

"If I get Manners' agency," said Tom, *'well 
be on the pig's back. Youll be driving about 
in a big car with a fur coat on you in the inside 
of six months." 

"Be as fascinating as you can, Tom," she said. 

"He'd hardly have asked me to go all the 
way to London," said Tom, "if he wasn't going 
to give me the agency." 

They had reasoned all tiiat out half-ardozen 
times since the letter arrived which summoned 
Tom to an interview in Mr. Manners* office. 
There was no doubt that the agency, which 
meant the sole right of selling the Manners* 
machines in Ireland, would be exceedingly 
profitable. And Tom O'Donovan believed that 
he had secured it. 

He glanced at the watch on his wrist. 

"I wonder what the deuce we're wailing for," 
he said. 

But passengers on Irish rulways now-a-days 
are aU accustomed to trains which do not start, 
and have learned the lesson of patience. Tom 
waited, without any sign of irritation. Mrs. 
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O'Donoran chatted pleasantly to him. The 
train had reached the 9tati(ni in good time. It 
was due in Dublin two hours before the mail boat 
left Kingstown. There was no need to feel wor- 
ried. 

Yet at the end of half-an-hour Tcan did begin 
to feel worried, Whm three-quarters of an hour 
had passed be became acutely anxious. 

"If we don't get a move on soon," he said, "I 
^lall miss the boat, and — ^I say, Jessie, this is 
getting serious." 

Missing the boat meant missing his appoint- 
ment in London next morning, and then — why, 
then Manners would probably give the agency to 
someone else. Tom opened the door of his car- 
riage and jumped out. 

"I'll speak to the guard," he said, "and find 
out what's the matter." 

The guard, a fat, good-humoured looking 
man, was talking earnestly to the engine driver. 
Tom O'Donovan addressed him explosively. 

"Why the devil don't you go on?" he said. 

"The train is not going on to-day," said the 
guard. "Itll maybe never go on at all." 

"Why not?" 

It was the en^e driver who replied. He was 
a tall, grave man, and he spoke with dignity, as 
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if he were accustomed to iwalring public apeedies 
on solemn occasions. 

"This train," he said, "will not be used for the 
conveyance of the armed forces of the English 
Crown, whidi country is presently at war with 
tiie Irish Republic." 

"There's soldiers got into the train at tiiis 
station," said the guard, in a friendly explana- 
tory tc«ie, "and the way things is it wouldn't suit 
us to be going on, as long as them ones," he 
pointed to tiie rear of the train with his thumb, 
"stays where they are." 

"But — oh, hang it aHI — ^if the train doesn't go 
aa I shall miss tiie mail boat at Kingstown, and 
if I'm not in London to-morrow morning I shall 
lose the best part of £l,000 a year." 

"That would be a pity now," said the guud. 
"And I'd be sorry for any gentleman to be put 
to such a loss. But what can we do? The way 
things is at the present time it wouldn't suit 
either the driver or me to be taking the train cm 
while there'd be soldiers in it. It's queer times 
we're having at present and that's a fact" 

The extreme queemess of Ihe times offered no 
kind of consolation to Tom O'Donovan. But he 
knew it was no good arguing with the guard. 
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He contented himself with the fervent expie^ 
flion of an opinion which fae honestly held. 

"It would he a jolly good thing for every- 
body," he said, "if the English army and the 
Irish Repubhc and your siUy war and every 
kind of idiot who goes in for pohtics were put 
into a pot together and boiled down for soup." 

He turned and walked away. As he went he 

heard the guard expressing mild agreonent wi& 

his sentiment. 

• "It might be," said the guard. "I wouldn't 

say but that might be the best in the latter end.** 

Tom O'Donoran, having failed wilii the guard 
and the aigine driver, made up his mind to try 
what he could do with the soldiers. He was not 
very hopeful of persuading them to leave the 
train; but his position was so nearly deiq>erate 
that he was imwilling to surrender any diance. 
He found a smart young sergeant and six men 
of the Royal Wessex Light Infantry seated in a 
third-class carriage. They wore dirapnel hel- 
mets, and their rifles woe propped up betweoa 
their knees. 

"Sergeant," said Tom, "I suppose you know 
you are holding up the whole train." 

"My orders, sir," said the sergeant, "is to 
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"Oh, I know all about your orders. But look 
here. It would suit you just as well to hold up 
the next train. There's another in two hours, 
and you can get into it and sit in it all ni^t. 
But if you don't let this train go on I shall miss 
tiie boat at Kingstown, and if I'm not in London 
to^norrow morning I stand to lose £1,000 a 
year." 

"Very sorry, sir," said the sergeant, "but my 
orders — I'd be willing to oblige, especially any 
gentleman who is seriously inconvenienced. But 
orders is orders, sir.'* 

Jessie OTIonoran, who had been following 
her husband up and down the platform, caught 
his arm. 

"What M the matter, Tom?" she said. "If the 
train doesn't start soon you'll miss the boat 
Why don't they go aaV 

"Oh, politics, as usual, Jessie," said Tom. "I 
declare to goodness it's enou^ to make a man 
want to go to heaven before his time, just to be 
able to live under an absolute monarchy where 
there can't be Miy politics. But I'm not done yet 

111 have another try at getting along before I 
diuck the whole thing up. Is there a girl any- 
where about, a good-looking girl?" 

"Th»«*8 the young woman in the bookstallst** 
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said Jessie, "but she's not exactly pretty. Whaf 
do you wimt a girl for?" 

Ton glanced at the bookstaU. 

"She won't do at all," be said. "They all know 
her, and, besides, she doesn't look the part. But ' 
I know where I'll get the girl I want. Jessie, 
do you run over to the booking office and buy 
two third-class returns to Dublin." 

He left her standing on the platform while he 
j^umped on to the line bdund tlie bain, crossed 
it, and climbed the oth« platform. She saw him 
pass through the gate and run along Hie road to 
the town. Being a loyal and obedient wife she 
went to the booking office and bought two tickets, 
undisturbed by the knowledge that her husband 
was running fast in search of a girl, a good- 
looking girL 

Tom O'Donovan, having run a hundred yards 
at hif^ speed, entered a small tobacconist's shop. 
Behind the counter was a girl, young and very 
pretty. She was cme of those girls whose soft 
appealing eyes taid generd look of timid help- 
lessness excite first the pity> then the affection 
of most men. 

"Susie," said Tcxn O'Donoran, breathlessfy. 
**Ton upstairs and put on your best dress and 
TOUT nicest hat and all the ribbons and beads you 
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bare. Mate yourself look as pretty as you can* 
but don't be more thui ten minutes over tiie job. 
And send your father to me.'* 

Tom OT)ono¥an was a regular and valued 
customer. Susie had known him as a most agree- 
able gentleman since she was ten years old. She 
saw that he was in a hurry and occupied with 
scone important affair. She did as he told her 
without stopping to ask any questions. Two 
minutes later her father entered the shop from 
^ room behind it. 

"Farrelly," said Tom O'Donovan, "I want 
the loui of your daughter for about four hours. 
Shell be back by the last train down from 
Dublin." 

"If it was any othor gentleman cxily yourself, 
Mr. O'Donovan, who asked me the like of that 
I'd kick him out of the shop." 

"Oh! it's all right," said Tom, "my wife will 
be with ber the whole time and bring her back 
safe.** 

"I'm not asking what you want her for, Mr. 
O'Donovan," said FarreHy, "but if it was any 
other gentleman only yourself I would ask." 

"I want to take her up to Dublin along with 
my wife," said Tom, "and send her down by the 
next train. I'd explain the whole thing to you 
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if I h«d time, but I haven't. AH I can tell you 
is that I'll most likely lose £1,000 a year if I 
don't get Susie." 

"Say no more, Mr. O'Donoran," said Far- 
reUy. "If that's the way of it you and Mrs. 
O'Donovan can have the loui of Susie for as long 
as pleases you." 

Susie changed her dress amazingly quickly. 
She was back in the shop in six minutes, wearing 
a beautiful blue hat, a frock that was almost new, 
and three strings of beads round her neck. 

"Come on," said O'Donovan, "we havm't a 
minute to lose." 

They walked together very quickly to the 
station. 

"Susie," said Tom, "I'm going to put you 
into a carriage by yourself, and when you get 
there you're to sit in a comer and cry. If you 
can't cry " 

"I can if I like," said Susie. 

"Very well, then do. Get your eyes red and 
youi face swollen and have tears running down 
jour cheeks if you can manage it, and when I 
come for you again you're to sob. Don't speak 
a word no matter what anyone says to you, but 
Bob like — ^like a motor bicycle.** 

"I will," said Susie. 
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"And if you do it wdl, I'll buy you the smart- 
est blouse in London to^uorrow and bring it 
home to you." 

When they reached the station they jumped 
down from the platform and crossed the line to 
the train. Tom opened the door of an empty 
third-class carriage and pushed Susie into it 
Then he went round to the back of the train and 
climbed on to the platform. 

He made strai^t for the curiage in which the 
soldiers sat. 

"Sergeant," he said, "will you come alcmg with 
me for a minutef 

The sergeant, who was be^^nning to find his 
long vigil rather dull, warned his men to stay 
where they were. Then he got out and followed 
Tom O'DonovuL Tom led him to the qarriage 
in which Susie sat. The girl had done very well 
since he left her. Her eyes were red and swolloi. 
Her cheeks were slobbered. She held a hand- 
kerchief in her hand rolled into a ti|^t damp balL 

"You see that girl," said Tom. 

"Yes, sir," said the sergeant, "Seems to be 
in trouble, sir." 

"She's in perfectly fri^tful trouble,'* said 
T<Hn. "She's on her way to Dublin — or she 
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would be if this train would start — so as to catch 
the night mail to Cork. She was to hare been 
married in Cork to-morrow morning and to have 
gone off to America by a steamer which leaves 
Queenstown at 10.80 a.m. Now of course, the 
whole thing is off. She won't get to Dublin or 
Cork, and so can't be married." 

Susie, when she heard this pitiful story, sobbed 
wmvulsiTely, 

"It's very sad," said Tom. 

The sergeant, a nice, tender-hearted young 
man, kx^ed at Susie's pretty face and was 
greatly affected. 

"Perhaps her young man will wait for her, 
sir," he said. 

"He can't do that," said Tom. "The fact is 
that he's a demobilised soldier, served all through 
the war and won the V.C. And the Sinn Feiners 
have warned him that hell be shot if he isn't out 
of the country before midday to-morrow." 

Susie continued to sob with great vigour and 
intensity. The sergeant was deeply moved. 

"It's cruel hard, sir," he said. "But my 
orders " 

"I'm not asking you to disobey orders,** said 
Tom, "but in a case like tliis, for the sake of that 
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poOT young girl and the gallant soldier who 
wants to many her — a comrade of your own, 
sergeant. You may hare known him out in 
France — I think you ought to stretch a point. 
Listen to me nowl" 

He drew the sergeant away (loai the door of 
the carriage and whispered to him. 

"I'll do it, sir," said the sergeant. "My orders 
say nothing about that point.'* 

"You do what I suggest," said Tom, "and I'll 
fix things up with the guard." 

He found the guard and the engine driver 
awaiting events in the station-master's office. 
They were quite wilhng to follow him to the car- 
riage in whidi Susie sat. They listened with 
deep emotion to the story which Tom told them. 
It was exactly the same story which he told the 
sergeant, except this time the bridegroom was 
a battalion commander of the Irish Volunteers 
whose life was threatened by a malignant Black- 
and-Tan. Susie sobbed as bitterly as before. 

"It's a hard case, so it is/' said the guard, "and 
if there was any way of getting the young lady 
to Dublin " 

"There's only one way," said Tom, "and that's 
to take on this train." 
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"It's what we can't do," said the engine driver, 
"not if all the girls in Ireland was wanting to get 
married. So l<ng as the armed forces of 
England " 

"But they're not armed," said Tom. 

"Michael." said the engine driver to the guard, 
"did you not tell me that them soldiers has guns 
with them and tin hats on their heads?" 

"I did tell you that," said the guard, "and I 
told you liie truth." 

"My impression is," said Tom, "that those 
soldiers aren't armed at all. They seem to be a 
harmless set of men o£f to Dublin on leave, very 
likely going to be married themselves. They're 
certainly not on duty." 

The engine driver scratched his head. 

Susie, inspired by a wink from Tom, broke 
into a despairing wail. 

"If that's the way of it," said the engine 
driver, "it would be different, of course." 

"Come and see," said Tom. 

The sergeant and his men were sitting in*their 
compartment smoking cigarettes. Their heads 
were bare. Most of them had their tunics 
unbuttoned. One of them was singing a song, in 
which the whole party joined: 
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"Mary, Jane and PoUy 
Find it very joUy 

When voe take them out wHh u» to 
Tea — tea — tea!" 

There was not a single rifle to be seen any- 
where. 

"There now," said Tom. "You see for your- 
selves. You can't call those men munitions of 
war." 

The guard, who had seen the soldiers mardi 
into the station, was puzzled; but the engine 
driver seemed ccvivinced that there had been 
some mistake. 

"I'll do it," he said, "for the sake at the young 
girl and the brave lad that wants to marry her. 
I'll take the train to Dublin." 

"Well, hurry up," said Tom. "Drive that old 
engine of yours for all she's worth." 

The driver hastened to his post. The guard 
blew his whistle shrilly. Tom seized his wife by 
the arm. 

"Hop into the carriage with Susie Farrelly," 
he said. "Dry her eyes, and tell her I'll spend 
£6 on a silk blouse for her, pink or blue or any 
colour she likes. I'll explain the whole thing to 
you when we get to Dublin. I can't travel with 
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you. The guard is only half convinced and 
might turn suspicious if he saw us together." 

Tom O'Donoran cau^t, just cau^t the mail 
boat at Kingstown. He secured the agency for 
the sale of the Mamiers* machines in Ireland. 
He is in a fair way to becoming a very pros- 
perous man; but it is unlikely that he will ever 
be a member either of Parliament or Dail 
Eireann. He says that politics interfere witii 
business. 
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UNLAWIFUL POSSESSION 

WHEN Willie Thornton, 2nd Lieu- 
tenant in the Wessex Fusiliers, was 
sent to Ireland, bis mother was 
nervous and anxious. She had an idea that the 
shootinff of men in uoiform was a poptilar Irish 
sport and that her boy would have been saf^ in 
Germany, Mesopotamia, or even Russia. Willie, 
who looked forward to some himtin^ witii a 
famous Irish pack, laughed at his mother. It 
was his turn to be nervous and anxious when, 
three weeks after joining his battalion, he re- 
ceived an independent ccHnmand. He was a 
cheerful boy and he was not in the least afraid 
that anyraie would shoot him or his m«i. But 
the way Uie Colonel talked to him made him 
uncomfortable. 

"There's your village," said the Colonel. 
William peered at the map spread on the 
orderly-room table, and saw, in very small print, 
the name Dunedin. It stood at a place where 
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msny roads met, where there was a bridge across 
a large river. 

"You'll billet the men in your Court House," 
said tile Coltmel, "and you'll search erery motor 
that goes through that village to cross tibe 
bridge." 

"For arms, sir?" said Willie. 

"For arms or ammunition," said the Colonel. 
"And you'I have to keep your eyes open, Thorn- 
ton. These fellows are as cute as foxes. There 
isn't a trick they're not up to and they'll teU you 
stories plausible enough to deceive the devil him- 
self." 

That was what made Willie Thornton ner- 
vous. He would have faced the prospects of a 
straight fight with perfect self-confidence. He 
was by no means so sure of himself when it was 
a matter of outwitting men who were as cute as 
foxes; and "these fellows" was an unpleasantly 
vague description. It meant, no doubt, the Irish 
enemy, who, indeed, neither the Colonel nor 
Willie could manage to regard as an enemy a,i 
aU. But it gave him very litle idea of the form 
in which the enemy might present himself. 

On the eveaing of Good Friday Willie 
marched his men into Dunedin and took pos- 
sessicm of the Court House. That day was 
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chosen because Easter is the recognized season 
for Irish rebellions, just as Christmas is the 
season for plum puddings in England, and May 
Day the time tor Labour riots oa the Continent. 
It is very convenimt for everybody c<nicemed to 
have these things fixed. People know what to 
expect and preparations can be properly made. 
The weather was abominably wet. The village 
of Dunedin was muddy and looked miserable. 
The Court House, which seldcna had fires in it, 
was damp and uncomfortable. Willie unloaded 
the two wagons which brought his men, kit, and 
rations, and tried to make the best of things. 

The next day was also wet, but WHlie. 
weighted by a sease of responsibility, got up 
early. By six o'clock he had the street which 
led to the bridge barricaded in such a way that 
no motor-car could possibly rush past. He set 
one of his wagons across the street with its back 
to the house and its pole sticking out. In this 
position it left only a narrow passage through 
which any vehicle could go. He set the other 
wagon a little lower down with its back to the 
houses on the opposite ude of the street and its 
pole sticking out Any<xie driving towards the 
bridge would have to trace a course like the 
letter S, and, the curves being sharp, would be 
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c<xnpelled to go Teiy slowly. Willie surreyal 
tills arrangemeDt with satisfacticm. Birt to make 
quite sure of holding up the traffic he stretched 
a rope from one wagon pole to the other so as to 
block the centre part of the S, Then he posted 
his sentries and went into the Court House to 
get some breakfast. 

The people of Dunedin do not get up at six 
o'clock. Nowadays, owing to the imposition of 
"summer time" and tiie loss of Ireland's half- 
hour of Irish time, six o'clock is really only half- 
past four, and it is worse than folly to get out 
of bed at such sa hour. It was eight o'clock by 
Willie Thornton's watch before the people be- 
came aware of what had happened to their street. 
They were surprised and full of curiosity, but 
jlliey were not in the least annoyed. No Mie in 
Xhmedin had the slightest intention of rebelling. 
No one even wanted to shoot a policeman. The 
consciences, even of the most ardent politiciuis, 
were clear, and they could afford to reg ard the 
performance of the soldiers as an entertainment 
provided free for thdr benefit by a kindly Gov- 
ernment. That was, in fact, tiie view which the 
people of Dimedin took of Willie Thornton's 
barricade, and of his sentries, though the sentries 
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ought to have inspired awe, for they carried 
loaded rifles and wore shrapnel hehnets. 

The small bt^ of the Tillage — and there are 
enormous numbers of anall boys in Dunedin — 
were particularly interested. They tried the ex- 
periment of passing through the barricade, 
stooping under the rope when they came to it, 
just to see what the soldiers would do. The 
soldiers did nothing. The boys then toc^ to 
jumping over the rope, which they could do 
when going downhill, tfaou^ they had to creeps 
under it on the way back. This seemed to amuse 
and please the soldiers, who smiled amiably at 
eadi successful jump. Kerrigan, the butcher, 
encouraged by the experience of the smaD boys, 
made a solemn progress from the top of the 
street to the bridge. He is the most important 
and the richest man in Dunedin, and it was gen- 
erally felt that if the soldiers let bim pass the 
street might be regarded as free to anyone. 
Kerrigan is a portly man, who could not have 
jumped the rope, and would have found it in- 
couTenient to crawl under it. The soldiers po- 
litely loosed cne end ot the rope and let him walk 

lllTOUgh. 

At nine o'clock a farmer's cart, laden with 
manure, crossed the bridge and began to climb 
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the street. Willie Thornton came to the door 
of the Court House with a cigarette in his mouHi 
and watched the cart. It was hoped hy the peo- 
ple of Dunedin, especially by the small boys, that 
something would happen. Foot passengers 
might be allowed to pass, but a wheeled vehicle 
would surely be stopped. But the soldiers loosed 
the rope and let the cart go through without a 
question. Ten minutes later a governess cart, 
drawn hy a pony, appeared at the top of the 
street. It, too, was passed through the barricade 
without difficulty. There was a geneifd feding 
of disappointment in the village, and most of the 
people went back to their houses. It was raining 
heavily, and it is foolish to get wet through when 
there is no prospect of any kind of excitement. 
The soldiers, such was the general opinion, were 
merely practising some imusual and quite incom- 
prehensible military manoeuvre. 

The opinion was a mistaken one. The few 
who braved the rain and stood their ground 
watching the soldiers, had their reward later on. 
At ten o'clock, Mr. Davoren, the auctioneer, 
drove into the village in his motor-car. Mr. 
Davoren lives in Ballymurry, a town of some 
fflze, fflx miles from Dunedin. His business re- 
quires him to move about the country a good 
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deal, and he is quite wealthy enough to keep a 
Ford car. His appearance roused the soldiers to 
activity. Willie Thornton, without a cigai-ette 
this time, stood beside the barricade. A sentry, 
taking his place in the middle of the street, called 
to Mr. Davoren to halt. Mr. Davoren, who was 
coming along at a good pace, was greatly sur- 
prised, but he managed to stop his car and his 
mgine a few feet from the muzzle of the sentry's 
rifle. 

Willie Thornton, speaking politely hut firmly, 
told Mr. Davoren to get out of the car. He did 
not know the auctioneer, and had no way of tell- 
ing whether he was one of "these fellows" or not. 
The fact that Mr. Davoren looked most re- 
spectable and fat was suspicious. A cute fox 
mi^t pretend to be respectable and fat when 
bent on playing tricks. Mr. Davoren, still sur- 
prised but quite good-humoured, got out of his 
car. Willie Thornton and his sergeant searched 
it thorouj^y. They found nothing in the way 
of a weapon more deadfy than a set of tyre 
levers. Mr. Davraen was told he might go aa. 
In the end he did go on, but not until he, the 
sergeant, Willie Tfaomtmi, and one of the s^i- 
tries had worked themselves hot at the starting- 
crank. Ford engines are queer-tempered things, 
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with a stroDg sense of self-respect. Whoi 
stopped accidentally and suddenly, they often 
stand on their dignity and refuse to go on again. 
All this was pleastmt and exciting for the 
people of Dunedin, who felt that they were not 
wasting tlieir day or getting wet in vain. And 
still better things were in store for them. At 
eleven o'clock a large and handsome car ap- 
peared at the end of the street. It moved 
noiselessly and swiftly towards the barricade. 
The chauffem-, leaning back behind his glass 
screen, drove as if the village and the street be- 
longed to him. Dunedin is, in fact, the property 
of his master, the Earl of Ramelton; so the 
chauffeur had some right to be stately and 
arrogant. Every man, woman, and child in 
Dunedin knew the car, and there was tiptoe 
excitement. Would the soldiers venture to stop 
and seiut:h this car? The exdtement became 
intense when it was seen that the Earl himself 
was in the cur. He lay back very comfortably 
smoking a cigar in the covered tonneau of the 
limousine. Lord Ramelton is a wealthy man 
and Deputy Lieutenant for the county. He 
sits and sfxnetimes speaks in the House of Lords. 
'He is well known as an uncompromising Union- 
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ist, whose Ic^alty to the kin^ and empire ifl so 
firm as to he almost aggressive. 

There was a gasp of amazement when the 
sentiy, standing with his rifle in his hands, called 
"Haiti" He gave the order to the earl's chauf- 
feur quite as abruptly and disrespectfully as he 
had given it to Mr. Davoren. The chau£Feur 
stopped the ear and leaned back in his seat with 
an air of detachment and sli^t boredom. It was 
his business to stop or start the car and to drive 
where he was told. Why it was stopped or 
started or where it went were matters of entire 
indifference to him. liord Ramelton let down 
the window beside him luid put out his head. 

"What the devil is the matter?" he said. 

He spoke to the chauffeur, but it was Willie 
Thornton who answered him. 

"I'm afraid I must trouble you to get out of 
the ear, sir; you and the chauffeur." 

He had spoken quite as civilly to Mr. Savoren 
half an hour before. He added "sir" this time 
because Lord Ramelton is an oldish man, and 
Willie Thornton had been well brought up and 
tau^t by his mother that some respect is due to 
age. He did not know that he was speaking to 
an earl and a very great man. Lord Ramelton 
was not in the least soothed by the civility. 
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"Drive on, Simpkins/' he said to the chauffeur. 

Simpkins would have driveii on if the sentry 
had not been standing, with a rifle in his hands, 
exactly in front of the car. He did the next 
best thing to driving on. He blew three sharp 
blasts of warning on his horn. The sentry took 
no notice of the horn. The men of the Wessex 
Fusiliers are determined and well-disciplined 
fellows. Willie Thornton's orders mattered to 
that smtry. Lord Ramelton's did not. Nor did 
the chauffeur's horn. 

Willie Thornton stepped up to the window of 
the car. He noticed as he did so that an earl'e 
coronet surmounting the letter R was painted 
on the door. He spoke aptdogetically, but he 
was still quite firm. A coronet painted on the 
door of a ear is no proof that tbe man inside is 
an earL The Colonel had warned Willie that 
**the8e fellows" were as cute as foxes, 

Tm afraid I must trouble you to get out, rir,** 
said Willie. "My orders are to search every 
car that goes tiirough the village." 

Ijord Ramelton had onoe been a soldier him- 
self. He knew that the word '^orders*' has a 
sacred force. 

"Oh. an ri^t," be said. "Ifs damned silly; 
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but if youVe got to do it, get it over as quick as 
you can." 

He turned up the collar of his coat and 
stepped out into the rain. The chauffeur left his 
seat and stood in the mud with the air of a 
patient but rather sully martyr. What is the 
use of belonging to the aristocracy of labour, of 
being a member of the Motcnr Drivers' Union, of 
being able to hold up civilisation to ransom, if 
you are yourself liable to be held up and made 
to stand in the rain by a common soldier, a man 
no better than an unskilled labourer. Nothing 
hut the look of the rifle in the unskilled labourer's 
hand would have induced Simpkins to leave his 
sheltered place in the car. 

Wilhe Thornton had every intention of con- 
ducting his search rapidly, perhaps not very 
thoroughly. Lord Ramelton's appearance, his 
voice, and the coronet on the panel, all taken 
together, were ccHivincing evidence that he was 
not one of "these fdlows," and might safely be 
allowed to pass. 

Unfortunately there was something in the ear 
which Willie did not in the least expect to find 
there. In the front of the tonneau was a la^e 
packing-case. It was quite a common-looking 
packing-case made of rou^ wood. The lid was 
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neatly but finnly nailed down. It bore on its 
side in large black letters the word "cube sugar." 

Willie's suspicions were aroused. The owners 
of handsome and beautifully-upholstered cars do 
not usually drive about with paddng-cases full 
of sugar at their feet. And Has was a very large 
case. It contained a hundredweight or a hun- 
dredwei^t and a half of sugar — ^if it contained 
sugar at all. The words of the Colonel recurred 
to Willie: "There's not a trick they're not up ta 
They'd deceive the devil himself." Well, no earl 
or pretended earl should deceive Willie Thorn- 
ton. He gave an order to the sergeant. 

"Take that case tmd open it," he said. 

"Damn it," said the Earl, "you mustn't do 
that." 

"My orders," sud Willie, "«re to examine 
every car thoroughly." 

"But if you set that case down in the mud and 
open it in this downpour of rain the — ^the con- 
tents will be spoiled." 

"I can't help that, sir," said Willie. "My 
orders are quite definite.'* 

"Look here," said Lord Rameltcm, "if I ffn 
you my word that tha% axe no arms or anunii- 
nition in that case, if I write a statement to thai 
effect and sign it, will it satisfy you?" 
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"No, sir," said Willie. "Nothing will satisfy 
me except seeing for myadf." 

Such is the derotion to duty of the young 
British officer. Against his spirit the rage of 
the empire's enemies breaks in vain. Nor are 
the statements of "these fellows," however 
plausible, of much arail. 

Lord Bamelton swallowed, with some diffi- 
culty, the language which gathered on his 
ttmgue's tip. 

"Where's your superior officer r* he said. 

Willie Thornton beliered that all his superior 
oficers were at least ten miles away. He had 
not noticed — nor had anyone else — that a grey 
military motor had driven into the village. In 
the grey motor was a General, with two Staff 
Officers, all decorated with red cap-bands and 
red tabs on their coats. 

The military authorities were very much in 
earnest over the business of searching motor-cars 
and guarding roads. Only at times of serious 
danger do Generals, accompanied by Staff Offi- 
cers, go out in the wet to visit outpost detach- 
ments commanded by subalterns. 

The General left his car and stepped across 
the road. He recognised Lord Ramelton at 
onee and greeted him with cheery playfulness. 
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"Hallol" he said. "Held up! I never ex- 
pected you to be caught smuggling arms about 
the country," 

"I wish you'd tell this boy to let me drive 
on/' said Ix>rd Bamelton. "I'm getting wet 
through.** 

The General turned to Willie Thornton. 

"What's the matter?" he said. 

Willie was pleasantly conscious that he had 
dcme nothing except obey his orders. He sa- 
luted smartly. 

"There's a packing-case in the car, sir/' he 
said, "and it ought to be examined." 

The General looked into Lord Riunelton's car 
and saw the packing-case. He could scarcely 
deny that it might very easily contiun cartridges, 
that it was indeed exactly the sort of case which 
should be opened. He turned to Lord Ramd- 
^n. 

"It's marked sugar," he said. "What's in it 
reaUy?" 

Lord Ramelton took the General by the arm 
and led him a little way up the street. When 
they were out of earshot of the crowd round the 
car he spoke in a low voice. 

"It it sugar," he said. "I give you my word 
that there's nothing it that case except sugar." 
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"Good Lordr* said the General. "Of course, 
when you say so it's all right, Ramelton. But 
would you mind telling me why you want to go 
driving about the country with two or three 
hundredwei^ of sugtur in your car?" 

"It's not my sugar at aU," said Lord Ramel- 
ton. "I^'s My wife's. You know the way we're 
ratieaed for wmgu bsw — half a poHBd a head aad 
the serrants eat all of it. Well, her ladyship is 
bent on making some marmalade and rhubarlk 
jauL I don't know how she did it, but she got 
some sugar from a man at Ballymurry. Wan- 
gled it. Isn't that the word?" 

"Seems exactly the word," said the CreneraL 

"And I'm bringing it home to her. That's 
alL" 

"I see," said the General "But irfiy not have 
let the officer see what was in the case? Sugar 
is no business of his, and you'd hare saved a loti 
of time and trouble." 

"Because a village like this is simply full of 
spies." 

"Spies 1" said the General. "If I thought 
Ihere were spies here I'd " 

"Oh, not the kind of spies you mean. The 
Dunedin people are far too sensible for that sort 
of thing. But if one of the shopteepers here 
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found out that a fellow in Ballymurry had been 
doing an illicit sugar deal he'd send a letter off 
to the Food Controller straightaway. A man 
up in Dublin was fined £lOO the other day for 
much less than we're doing. I dcn't want my 
name in every newspaper in the kingdom for 
ohtatning sugar by false pretences." 

"All ri^t," said the General. "Its notluBg 
to me where you get your mgar." 

Willie Thornton, much to his relief, was or- 
dered to ^ow the Earl's car to proceed, im- 
seaiehed. The chauffeur, who was accustomed 
to be dry and warm, cau^t a nasty chill, and 
was in a bad temper for a week. He wrote to the 
Secretary of his Union complaining of the brutal 
way in which the military tyrannised over the 
representatives of skilled labour. The people 
of Dunedin felt that they had enjoyed a novel 
and agreeable show. Lady Ramelton made a 
large quantity of rhubarb jam, thirty pots of 
marmalade, and had some sugar over for the 
green gooseberries when they grew large enough 
to preserve. 
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A SOUL FOB A LIFE 

DENIS RYAN and Mary Drennan 
stood together at the comer of the wood 
i^ere the road turns off and runs 
straight for a mile into the town. They were 
young, little more than boy and girl, but t&ey 
were lovers and they stood together, as lovers 
do. His left arm was round her. His right 
hand held her hand. Her head rested on bis 
shoulder. 

"Mary, darling," he whispered, "what's to 
binder us being married soon?" 

She raised her bead from bis shoulder and 
looked tenderly into his eyes. 

"If it wasn't for my mother and my father, 
we mi^t," she said; "but they don't like you, 
Denis, and tbey'Il never consent." 

Money comes between lovers sometimes; but 
it was not mcmey, nor the want of it, which kept 
Mary and Denis apart. She was the duighter 
of a prosperous farmer — a rich man, as ridies are 
reckoned in Ireland. He was a clerk in a law- 
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yer's office, and poorly paid. But he mi^t hare 
earned more. She would gladly have given up 
anything. And the objections of parents in sudi 
cases are not insuperable. But between these 
two there was something more. Denis Ryan 
was a revolutionary patriot. Mary Dramao's 
parents were proud of another loyalty. They 
hated what Denis loved. The two loyalties 
were strong and irreconcilable, like the loyalties 
of the South and the N^orth when the South and 
the North were at war in America. 

"What does it matter about your father and 
mother?" he said. "If you love me, Mary, isn't 
that enough r* 

She hid her face on his shoulder again. He 
could barely hear the murmur of her answer. 

"I love you altogether, Denis 1 I love you so 
much that I would give my soul for you I" 

A man came down the road wfdking fast. He 
passed tiie gate of Drennan's farm and came 
near the comer where the lovers stood. Denis 
took his arm from Mary's wust, and they moved 
a little apart. The man stopped when he came 
to them. 

"Good-evening, Denis I" he said. "Good- 
evening, Miss Drennanl" 
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The greeting was friendly moug^ bof be 
looked at the girl with unfriendly eyes. 

"D«i*t forget the meeting to-night, Denis!" 
be said. "It's in Flaherty's bam at nine o'doA. 
Mind, nowl It's important, and youll be ex- 
pectedl" 

The words were friendly, but there was tbe 
hint of a threat in the way they were spoken. 
Without waiting for an answer, he walked on 
quickly towards the town. Mary stretdied out 
ber hands and clung tight to her lorer's arm. 
She looked up at him, and fear was in her face. 

"What is it, Doiis?" she asked. "What does 
Michael Mumihan want with your* 

Women in Ireland have reason to be fright- 
ened now. Their lorers, their husbands, and their 
sons may be members of a secret society, or they 
may incur the enmity of desperate men. No 
womui knows for certain that the hfe of the man 
she lores is safe. 

"What's the meeting, Denis?" she whispered. 
"What does he wuit you to do?'* 

He neither put his arm round ber nor took 
her hand again. 

"It's nothing, Mary," he said. "It's nothing 
at aUl" 

But she was more disquieted at his w(wds> fat 
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ht turned his face away from her when he spoke. 

"What ia. it?" she whbpered a^^ain. "Tell m^ 
Denis I" 

"It's a gentlemui dovn fitmi Dublin that's 
to talk to the boys to-ni^t," he said, "and the 
monbers of the club must be there to listen to 
him. It will be about learning Irish tiiat hell 
talk, maybe, or not enlisting in the English 
Army." 

"Is that all, Denis? Axe you sure now that's 
all? Will he not want you to do anythingr' 

That part of the country was quiet enouj^. 
But elsewhere there were raidings of houses, 
attacks on police barracks, shootings, woundings, 
murders; and afterwards arrests, imprisonments, 
and swift, wild vengeance taken. Mary was 
afraid of what the man from Dublin might want. 
Denis turned to her, and she could see that he 
was frightened too. 

"Mary, Maryl" he said. "Whatever comes or 
goes, therell be no harm done to you or yoursi" 

She loosed her hold on his arm and turned 
from him with a sigh. 

"I must be going from yoa now, Denis," abe 
said. "Mother will be looking for me, and the 
dear God knows what she'd say if she knew I'd 
Iwen here talking to you." 
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Mrs. Drennan knew very well where her 
daughter had been. She spoke her mind plunly 
when Mary entered the farm kitchen. 

"I'll not hare you talking or walking with 
Denis Ryan," die said; "nor your father won't 
have it I Everybody knows what he is, and what 
his friends are. There's nothing too bad for 
those fellows to do, and no dauf^ter of mine will 
mix herself up with them I" 

*T)ems isn't doing anything wrong, mother," 
said Mary. "And if he thinks D'eland ought to 
be a free republic, hasn't he as good a ri^t to 
his own opinitm as you or me, or my fatlier 
either?" 

"Xo man has a right to be shooting and mur- 
dering innocent people, whether they're pc^ce- 
men or whatever they are. And that's what 
Denis Ryan and the rest of them are at, day and 
night, all over the country. And if they're not 
doing it here yet, they soon wilL Blackguards, 
I call them^ and the sooner they're hanged the 
Wtter, every one of tfaeml" 



In Flaherty's bam that ni^ the gentleman 
from Dublin spoke to an audience of some 
twenty or thirty young men He spote with 
passion and conviction. He told again the 
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thousand times repeated story of the wrongs 
wiiich Ireland has suffered at the hands of the 
English in old, old days. He told of more re- 
cent happenings, of men arrested and impris- 
oned without trial, without even definite accusa- 
tion, of intolerable infringements of the common 
rij^ts. He spoke of the glorious hope of na- 
tional liberty, of Ireland as a free Republic. The 
men he spoke too, young men all of than* 
listened with flashing eyes, with clendied teeth, 
and faces moist with emotion. They responded 
to his words with sudden growlings and curses. 
The speaker went on to tell of the deeds of men 
elsewhere in Ireland. "The soldiers of the Irish 
Republic," so he called them. They had at- 
tached the armed forces of English rule. They 
had stormed police barracks. They had taken 
arms and ammunitiwis where such things were to 
be found. These, he said, were glorious deeda 
wrought by men everywhere in Ireland. 

"But what have you done here?" he asked. 
"And what do you mean to dof* 

Michael Mumihan spoke next. He said thaf 
he was ashamed of the men around him and of 
the dub to vriiich be belonged. 

"If s a reproach to us," be said, *that we're 
jthe <mfy men in Ireland that hare done notiiing. 
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Aire we ready to fight when the day for fighting- 
comes? We are not. For what arms have we 
among us ? Only two revolvers. Two revolvers, 
and that's all. Not a gun. thouj^ you know 
well, and I know, tiiat there's plenty of guns 
round about us in the huids of men that axe 
enemies to Ireland. I could name twenty houses 
in the locality where there are gims, and good 
guns, and you could name as many more. Why 
don't we go and take them? Are we cowardsf 

The men around him shouted angrily that they 
were no cowards. Denis Ryan, excited and in- 
tensely moved, shouted with the rest. It seemed 
to him that an intolerable reproach lay on him 
and all of them. 

"What's to hinder us going out to-nightr* 
said Mumihan. "Why shouldn't we take the 
guns that ought to be in our hands and not in 
the hands of men who'd use them against us? 
All of you that are in favour of going out to- 
ni^t will hold up your hands." 

There was a moment's silence. None of the 
men present had ever taken part in any deed of 
violence, had ever threatened human life or 
openly and flagrantiy broken the law. The 
delegate f ran Dublin, standing near Mumihan, 
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locked Tound at the faces of the men. There 
was a cool, contemptuous smile on his lips. 

"Perfiaps," he said, "you'd rather not do it. 
Perhaps you'd rather go away and tell the police 
tihat I'm here with 3rou. They'll be glad of the 
information. You'll get a reward, I dare say. 
Anyhow, you'll be safe.** 

Stung by his reproadi, the young men raised 
their hands one after another. Dous 'Ryan. 
raised his, though it trembled when he held it up. 

"So we're all agreed," said Mumihan. "Then 
well do it to-night. Where will we go first?" 

There was no lack of suggestions. The men 
knew the locality in which they lived and knew 
the houses where there were arms. Sporting 
guns in many houses, revolvers in some, rifles in 
one or two. 

"There's a service rifle in Droman's," sud 
'Mumihan, "that belonged to that nephew of his 
that was out in France, fighting for the English, 
and there's a double-barrelled shotgun there, 
too." 

"Drennan is no friend of ours," said a man. 
"He was always an enemy of Ireland.'* 

"And Drennan's away at the fair at Ballyrud- 
dery, with his bullocks," said another. "There'll 
be nobody in the house — csily his wife and 
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daughter. They'll not be able to interfere with 
us." 

HumihaQ asked for ten volunteers. Eveiy 
man in the room, except Denis Ryan, crowded 
round him, offering to go. 

"£ight will be enou^," said Mumihan. 
"Two to keep watch aa the road, two to keep the 
women quiet, and four to search the house for 
Aims." 

He looked round as he spoke. His eyes rested 
distrustfully on Denis Ryan, -who stood by him- 
self apart from the others. In secret societies 
and among reTohitionaries, a man who appears 
anything less than enthusiastic must be regarded 
with suspicicm. 

"Are you caning with us, Denis Ryanr* 
asked Mumihan. 

There was silence in the room for a minute. 
All eyes were fixed on Denis. There was not 
& man in the room who did not know how things 
were between him and Mary Drennan. There 
was not one who did not feel that Denis* futii- 
fulness was doubtful And each num retdised 
that his own safety, perhaps his own life, de- 
pended on the entire fidelity of all his fellows. 
Denis felt the sudden suspicion. He saw in the 
faces around him the merciless cruelty wfaidi 
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springs from fear. But he said nothing. It was 
tiie delegate from Dublin who broke the silence. 
He, too, seemed to understand the situation. He 
realised, at all events, that for some reason this 
one man was unwilling to take part in the raid. 
He pointed his finger at Denis. 

"That man," he said, "must go, and must take 
a leading part r' 

So, and not otherwise, could they make sure 
of one who might he a traitor. 

"I'm willing to go," sud Denis. "I'm not 
wanting to hang back." 

Miurnihan drew two rerolrers from his po(^et. 
He handed <xie of them to Denis. 

"Toull stand over the old woman with that 
pointed at her head," he said. "The minute we 
enter the house we'll call to her to put her hands 
up, and if she redsts yon'll shoot. But therell 
be no need of shooting. She'U stand quiet 
enough 1" 

Denis stepped back, refusing to take the 
rerolTcr. 

"Do it yomvelf, Mumihan," he said, "If it has 
to be done I" 

"I'm not asking you to do what I'm not going 
to do myself. I'm taking the other revolver, and 
I'll keep the girl quiet!" 
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"But — ^but/* aaid Denis, stammering, *'I'm nof 
accustomed to guns. IVe never had a rert^rer 
in my hand in my life. I'm — ^I'm afraid of itf 

He spoke the literal truth. He had never 
handled firearms of any sort, and a rerolrer in 
the hands of an inexperienced man is of all 
weapons the most dangerous. Nevertheless, 
with Mumihfui's eye upon him, wiUi the ring of 
anxious, threatening faces round him, he took 
the revolver. 

An hour later, ei^t men walked quielly up 
to the Drennan's house. They wore black 
nuuks. Their clothes and figures were rudely 
but sufficiently disguised with wisps of hay tied 
to their arms and legs. Two of them carried 
revolvers. At the gate of the rough track which 
leads from the high road to the farmhouse the 
party halted. There was a whispered word of 
command. Two men detached themselves and 
stood as sentries on the road. Six men, keeping 
in the shadow of the trees, went forward to the 
house. A single light gleamed in one of the 
windows. Mumihan knocked at the door. 
There was no response. He knocked again. 
The light moved from the window throu^ whidi 
it shone, and disappeared. Once more Mumi- 
han knocked. A woman's voice was heard. 
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'TVbo's there at this time of night?" 

"In the name of the Irish Republic, open the 
doorl" said Mumihan. "Open, or I'll break it 
downl" 

"You may break it if you please I" It was 
Mrs. Drennan who spoke. "But I'll not open to 
thieves and murderers I" 

The door of an Irish farmhouse is a frail thing 
ill*calculated to withstand assault. Mumihan 
flung himself against it, and it yielded. He 
stepped into the kitchen with his revolrer in his 
hand. Denis Ryan was beside him. Bdiind him 
were the other four men pressing in. In the 
diinmey nook, in front of the still glowing 
embers of the fire, were Mrs. Drennan and her 
daughter. Mary stood, fearlessly, holding a 
candle in a steady huid. Mrs. Drennan was 
more than fearless. She was defiant. She had 
armed herself with a long-handled hay^foik, 
which she held before her threateningly, as a 
soldier holds a rifie with a bayonet fixed. 

"Put up your hands and stand still," said 
Mumihan, "both of youl*' 

"Put up your hands I" said Denis, and he 
pointed the revolver at Mrs. Dremum. 

The old woman was undaunted, 
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"You muidermg blac^j^ardsr* she shouted. 
"Would you shoot a woman?" 

Then ^e rushed at him, thrustins; with the 
hay-fork. Denis stepped back, and back again, 
until he stood in the doorway. One of the sharp 
prongs of the hay-fork grazed his hand, and 
slipped up his arm tearing his skin. Inrolun- 
tarily, his hand clutched the rerolrer. His fore- 
finger tightened cm the trigger. There was a 
sharp explosion. The hay-fork dropped from 
Mrs. Drraman's hand. She flung her arms up, 
half turned, and thm collapsed, all crumpled 
up, to the ground. 

Mary Drennui sprang forward and bent aver 
her. 

There was dead ^ence in the room. The men 
stood horror-stricken, mute, helpless. They had 
intended — God knows what. To fight for 
libertyl To establish an Irish RcpublicI To 
prove themselves brave patriots! They had not 
intended this. The dead woman lay on the floor 
before their eyes, her daughter bent over her. 
Denis Ryan stood for a moment staring wildly, 
the hand whidi held the revolver hanging limp. 
Then he slowly raised his other hand and held it 
before his eyes. 

Mary Drennan moaned. 
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"We'd better dear out of thisl" said Mumi- 
ban. He spoke in a low tone, and his voice 
^«mbled. 

"Clear out of this, all of you I" he said. "And 
get home as quick as you can. Go across the 
fields, not by the roads I" 

The men stole out of the house. Only Doiis 
and Mamihan were left, and Mary Drennan, 
and the dead woman. Mumihan took Denis by 
the ana and dragged him towuds the door. 
Denis shook him off. He turned to where Mary 
kneeled era the groiind. He tore the mask from 
his face and flung it down. 

"Oh, Mary, Mwyl" he said. "I never meant 

it!" 

The girl looked up. For an instuit her eyes 
met his. Then she bent forward again across 
her mother's body. Mumihan grasped Denis 
again. 

"You damned fooll" he said. "Do you want 
to hang for it? Do you want us all to hang for 
this ni^t's workr* 

He dragged him from the house. With his 
arm round the waist of the shuddering man he 
pulled him along and field to field until they 
reached a by-road which led into the town. 
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Three days later Inspector Chalmers, of the 
Royal Irish Constabulary, and Major Whiteley, 
the magistrate, sat together in the office of the 
police barrack stations. 

"I've got the men who did it," said Chalmers. 
"IVe got the whole eight of them, and I can lay 
my hands on all the rest of their cursed cluh any 
minute I like." 

"Have you any evidence?" asked Whiteley. 
"Any evidence on which to convict?" 

"I've no evidence wortii speaking of," said 
Chalmers, "unless the girl can identify them. 
But I know I've got the right men." 

"The girl won't know them," said Whiteley. 
"They're sure to have worn masks. And even 
if she did recognise one of them she'd be afraid 
to speak. In the state this country's in every- 
one is afraid to speak." 

"The girl won't be afraid," said Chalmers. 
"I know her father, and I knew her mother 
that's dead, and I know the girl. There never 
was a Diennan yet that was afraid to speak. 
I've sent the sergeant to fetch her. She ought 
to be here in a few minutes, and then you'll see 
if she's afraid." 

Ten minutes later Mary Drennan was shown 
into the room by the police-sergeant. The two 
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men who were waiting for her received her 
kini9y. 

"Sit down, Miss Drennanl" said Major 
Whiteley. "I'm very sorry to trouble you, and 
I'm very sorry to have to ask you to speak about 
a matter which must be painful to you. But I 
want you to tell me, as well as you can recollect, 
exactly what happaied mi the night your mother 
was murdered." 

Mary Drennan, white faced and wxetdied, 
told her story as she bad told it before to the 
police-officer. She said that her father was ab- 
sent from hcxne, taking bullocks to the fair, that 
she and her mother sat up late, that they went 
to bed together about eleven o'clock. She spoke 
in emoti<Hiless, even tcmes, even when she t(^ 
how six men had burst into the kitchoi. 

"Could you recognise any of themr* said Ma^ 
jor Whiteley. 

"I could not. They wore masks, and had hay 
tied over their clothes." 

She told about her mother's defiance, about 
the scuffle, about the firing of the shot Then 
she stopped short. Of what happened after- 
wards she had said nothing to the police-officer* 
but Major Whiteley questitmed her. 

, DinitizedbyGoOglc 



IM LADY BOUNTIFUL 

"Did any of the mea speak? Did you know 
their voices f* 

"One spoke," she said, *'but I did not know 
the voice." 

"Did you get any chance of seeing thdr 
faces, or any of their facesf ' 

"The man y^M fired the shot took o£F hia mask 
before be left the room, and I saw bis face." 

"Ah I" said Major Whiteley. "And would 
you recognise him if you saw him agalnr* 

He leaned forward eagerly as he aiked the 
question. All depended aa her answer. 

"Yes," said Mary. "I should know him if I 
saw hnn agdn." 

Major Whiteley leaned across to Mr. Chal- 
mers, who sat bende him. 

"If you've got the right man," he whispered, 
"we'll hang him on the girl's evidmce." 

"I've got the ri|^t man, sure enou^" said 
Chalmers. 

"Miss Drennan," said Major Whitdey, "I 
shall have eight men brought into this room one 
after another, and I shall ask you to identify 
the man who fired a shot at your mother, the 
man who removed his mask before be left the 
room." 

He rang the bdl which stood on the table. 
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The sergeant opened the door, and stood at at- 
toition. Mr. Chalmers gave his orders. 

"Bring the prisoners into the ro(»n one hy 
one," he said, "and stand each man there" — he 
pointed to a place opponte the window — "so 
that the lig^t will fall full on his face." 

Inspector Chalmers had not boasted foolishly 
when he said that he had taken the right men. 
Acting on such knowledge as the police possess 
in every country, he had arrested the leading 
members of the Sinn Fein Club. Of two of them 
he was surer than he was of any of the others. 
Mumihan was secretary of the club, and the 
most influential member of it. Denis Ryan had 
gone about the town looking like a man strick^i 
with a deadly disease ever dnce the ni^t of the 
murder. The lawyer who employed him as a 
de^ complained that he seemed totally incapa- 
ble of doing his work. The police felt sure that 
eitha* he or Mumihan fired the shot; that both 
of them, and probably a dozen men beades» 
knew who did. 

Six men were led into the office one after an- 
other. Mary Drennan looked at each of tiiem 
and shook her head. It came to Mumihan's 
turn. He marched in defiantly, staring inso- 
lently at the .police-officer and at the magistrate. 
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He displayed no emotion when he saw Muy 
Drennan. She looked at him, and once more 
shook her head. 

"Are you sure?" said Chidmers. "Quite 
surer 

"I am sure*" she said. "He is not the man I 
saw." 

"Ronore him," said Chahners. 

Mtunuhan stood erect for a moment before 
be turned to follow the sergeant. Wilii hand 
raised to the salute he made profession of the 
faith that was in him: 

"Up the rebdsl" he said. "Up Sinn FeinI 
God save Iielandr* 

Denis Ryan was led in and set in the ap- 
pointed place. He stood there trembling. His 
face was deadly pale. The fingers of his hands 
twitched. His head was bowed. Only cmce did 
he raise his eyes and let them rest for a moment 
on Mary's face. It was as if lie was trying to 
convey some message to her, to make her under* 
stand something which he dared not say. 

She looked at >iiTn steadily. Her face had 
been white before. Now colour, like a blush, 
covered her cheeks. Chalmers leaned forward 
eagerly, waiting for her to speak or give some 
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sign. Major Whitelejr tapped his fingers ner* 
Tously cm tbe table befcn% him. 

"That is not the man," said Mary Drennan. 

*%ook again," said Chahn^^ "Make no mis- 
take." 

She turned to him and spoke cahnly. quietly: 

"I am quite certain. That is not the man." 

"DanrnT* said Chalmers. "The girl has failed 
us, after alL Take him away, sergeant!" 

Denis Ryan had corered his face with his 
hands when Mary spoke. He turned to follow 
the seigeant from the room, a man bent and 
beaten down with utter shame, 

"Stop I" said Chalmers. He turned fiercely 
to Maiy. "Will you swear — will you take your 
oath he is not the man?" 

"I swear it," said Mary. 

"Tou're swearing to a lie," said Chalmers, 
"snd you know it." 

Major Whiteley was cooler and more cour- 
teous. 

"Thank you, Miss Droman," he said. "We 
need not double you any further." 

Mary Drennan rose, bowed to the two men, 
and left the room. 

"You may let those men go, Chalmers," said 
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Major Whitelef quietly. "There's no eridence 
against them, and you cui*t convict them." 

"I must let them go," said ChaLxiers. *3ut 
they're the men who were there, and the last of 
them, Denis Ryan, fired the shot." 

Mary Drennan never met her lover again, but 
she wrote to him once before he left the country. 

"You see how I loved you, Denis. I gave you 
your hfe. I bought it for you, and my soul was 
the price I paid for it when I swore to a lie and 
was false to my mother's memory. I loved you 
that mudi, Denis, but I shall never speak to you 
again." 
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PAKT TWO 

IX 

A BIRD IN HAND 

KONRAD EARL II. lost his crown and 
became a king in exile when Megalia 
became a republic. He was the victim 
of an ordinary revolution which took place in 
1918, and was, therefore, in no way connected 
with the great war. Eonrad Earl was anxious 
that this fact should be widely known. He did 
next wish to be mistaken for a member of the 
group of royalties who came to grief through 
backing the Germanic powers. 

Like many other dethroned kings he made his 
home in England. He liked London life and 
prided himself on his mastery of the English 
language, which he spoke &iaitly, using slang 
and colloquial phrases whenever he could drag 
them in. He was an amiable and friendly young 
man, very generous when he had any money and 
entirely free frtan that pride and erclusiveness 
which is the fault of many European kings. He 
ue 
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would have been a popular member of English 
sodely if it had not been for his connection with 
Madame Corinne Ypsilante, a lady of great 
beauty but little reputation. The king, who was 
sincerely attadied to her, could never be induced 
to see that a lady of that kind must be kept in 
the background. Indeed it would not hare been 
easy to conceal Madame Ypsilante. She was a 
lady who showed up wherever she went, and she 
went everywhere with the king. English society 
could neither ignore nor tolerate her. So Eng- 
lish society, a little regretfully, dropped King 
Konrad Karl. 

He did not much regret the loss of social posi- 
tion. He and Madame lived very comfortably 
in a suite of rooms at Beaufort's, which, as every- 
one knows, is the most luxurious and most ex- 
pensive hotel in London. Their most intimate 
tnaid was Mr; Michael Gorman, M.P. for Up- 
per Offaly. He was a broad-minded man with 
no prejudice against ladies like Madame Ypa- 
lante. He had a knowledge of the by-ways of 
finance which made him very useful to the king; 
for Konrad Karl, though he lived in Beaufort's 
Hotel, was by no means a rich man. The Crown 
revenues of Megalia, never very large, were 
seized by the Republic at the time of the revolu- 
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tiaa, and the king had no private fortune. He 
succeeded in carrying off the Crown jewels whea 
he left the country; but his departure was so 
hurried that he carried off nothing else. His 
tastes were expensive, and Madame Ypsilante 
was a lady of lavish habits. The Crown jewels 
of Megalia did not last long. It was absolutely 
necessary for the king to earn, or otherwise ac- 
quire, money tiom time to time, and Michael 
Gorman was as good as any man in London at 
getting money in irregular ways. 

It was Gorman, for instance, who started the 
Near Eastern Wine Growers' Association. It 
prospered for a time because it was the only 
limited liability company wfaidi had a king oa 
its Board of Directors. It failed in the end be- 
cause the wine was so bad that nobody coutld 
drink it. It was Grorman who negotiated the 
sale of the Island of Salissa to a wealthy Ameri- 
can. Madame Tpsilante got her famous pearl 
necklace out of the price of the island. It was 
partly because Il>e necklace was very expensive 
that King Koniad Kx^I fomid himself short of 
money again witiiin a year of the sale of the 
island. The moment was a particularly mifor- 
tunate one. Owing to the war it was impossible 
to start companies or sell islands. 
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Tilings came to a crisis when Eouk» the B<»id 
Street dressmaker, refused to supply Madame 
with an erening gown which she particuLirly 
wanted. It was a handsome garment, and Ma- 
dame was ready to promise to pay £100 for it. 
Mr. LevinsMi, the business manager of Emile's, 
said that further credit was impossible, when 
Madame's bill already amounted to £680. His 
position was, perhaps, reasonable. It was cer- 
tainly annoying. Madame, after a disagreeable 
interview with him, returned to Beaufort's Hotel 
in a very bad temper. 

Gorman was sitting with the tdng when she 
stormed into the room. Hers was one of those 
simple untutored natures which make little at- 
tempt to conceal emotion. She flung her muff 
into a comer of the room. She tore liie sable 
stole from her shoulders and sent it whirling to- 
wards tiie fireplace. Gorman was only just in 
time to save it from being burnt. She dragged 
a long pin from her hat and brandished it as if 
it had been a dagger. 

"Konrad," she said, "I demand that at once 
the swine-dog be killed and cut into small bits 
by the knives of executioners." 

There was a large china jar standing on the 
floor near the fireplace, one of those ornaments 
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which gire their tone of sumptuousness to the 
locnns in Beaufort's Hotel. Madame rushed at 
it and kicked it. When it broke she trampled 
(XI the pieces. She probably wished to show the 
size of the bits into which the business manager 
of Emile's ou^t to be minced. 

Gorman sought a position of safety behind a 
large table. He had once before seen Madame 
deeply moved and he felt nervous. The king* 
who was accustomed to her ways, spoke sooth- 
ingly. 

"My beloved Corinne/' he said, "^o is he, 
this pig? Furnish me forttiwith by return with 
an advice note of the name of the defendant" 

The king's business and legal experience had 
taught him some useful phrases, which he liked 
to air when he could ; but his real mastery of tiie 
English language was best displayed by his use 
of current slimg. 

"We shall at once," he went on, "put him up 
the wind, ca is it down the wind? TeU me, Gor- 
man. No. Do not teU me. I have it. We will 
put the wind up him." 

"If possible," said Gorman. 

Madame turned on him. 

"Possibler' E^e said. "It is possible to kill a 
rat. Possible! Is not Eonrad a king!** 
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"Etoi kings can't cut people up in Hui sort 
of way," said Gorman, "especially just now 
when the world is being made safe for democ- 
racy. Still if you tell us who the man is we'll 
do what we can to him." 

"He is a toad, an ape, a cur-cat with mange, 
that manager of Emik's," said Madame. "He 
said to me 'no, I make no evening gown for Ma- 
dame.' " 

"Wants to be paid, I suppose," said Gonnao. 
"They sranetimes do." 

"Alas, Corinoe," said the king, "and if I gire 
him a cheque the bank will say 'Prefer it in a 
drawer.' Th^ said it last time. Or perhaps it 
was 'Refer it to a drawer.' I do not remember. 
But that is what the bank will do. Gorman, my 
friend, it is as the En^ish say all O.E. No, 
that is what it is not. It is U.P. Well. I hare 
lived. I am a King. There is always poison. 
I can die. Ckninne, farewell." 

The king drew himself up to his full height, 
some five foot six, and looked deteimined. 

"Dm't talk rot," said Gorman. "You are not 
at the end of your tether yet." 

The king maintained his heroic pose for a 
minute. Then he sat down on a deep diair and 
sank back among the cushions. 
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''Gonnan," he said, "you are ri^^t. It is rot, 
-what you call dry rot, to die. And there is more 
tether, perhaps. You say so, and I trust you, 
my friend. But where is it, the tether beycxid 
the end?" 

Madame, having relieved her feelings by 
breaking the china jar to bits, suddenly became 
gentle and pathetic. She flung herself on to the 
floor at Gorman's feet and clasped his knees. 

''You Me our friend," she said, "now and al- 
ways. Oh Gorman, Sir Gorman, M.P., drag 
out more tether so that my Konrad does not die." 

Gorman disliked emotional scenes very much. 
He persuaded Madame to sit on a chair instead 
of the floor. He handed her a cigarette. The 
king, who understood her thoroughly, sent for 
scane liqueur brandy and filled a glass for her. 

"Now," he said. "Trot up, cough out, tell <Hi, 
Gorman. "Wliere is the tether which has no end? 
How un I to raise the dollars, shekels, oof I 
You have a plan, Gorman. Make it work." 

"My plan," said Gonoan, "ought to work. I 
don't say it's a gold mine, but there's certainly 
money in it. I came across a man yesterday 
called BilUns, who's made a pile, a very nice six 
figure pile out of eggs — contracts, you know, 
war prices, food control and all the usual ramp." 
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"Alas," said the king, "I hare no e^^^ not 
we. I cannot ramp." 

"I don't expect you to try," said Gonnan. 
"As a matter of fact I don't think the thing 
could be done twice. BiUdns only just pulled 
it off. My idea " 

"I see it," said Madame. "We invite the ex- 
cellent Bilkins to dinner. We are gay. He and 
ve. There is a little game with cards. Konrad 
and Z are more than a matdi for Bilkins. That 
19 it, Gormui. It goes," 

"That's not it in the least," said Gonnan. 
"Bilkins isn't that kind of man at all. Se's a 
rabid teetotaller for me thing, and he's ex- 
tremely religious. He wouldn't play for any- 
thing bigger than a sixpence, and you'd spend 
a year taking a ten-pound note off him." 

"Hell and the devil, Grorman," said the king, 
"if I have no eggs to ramp and if Bilkins will 
not play " 

"Wait a minute," said Gorman, "I told you 
that Bilkins* egg racket was a bit shady. He 
wasn't actually prosecuted; but his character 
wants white-washing badly, and the man knows 

a." 

The king si^ed heavily. 

"Ala^ Grorman," he said, "it would be of no 
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use for us to wash Bilkins. Coriime and I» if 
ve tried to washwhite, that is, I should say, to 
whitewash, the man afterwards would he only 
more black. We are not respectable, Corinne 
and I. It is no use for Bilkins to ocnae to us." 

"That's so," said Gorman. "I d(Xi't suppose 
a certdficate from me would be much good either. 
Bilkins* own idea — he feels his position a good 
deal — ^is that if he could get a title — ^knighthood 
for instance — or even an O.B.E., it would set 
him up again; but th^ wcwi't give him a thing. 

He has paid handsnnely into the best adver- 
tised diarities and showed me the receipts him- 
self — and handed over £10,000 to the paity 
funds, giving £5,000 to each party to make sure; 
and now he feels he's been swindled. They 
won't do it — can't, I suppose. The e^s were 
too fishy." 

"I should not care," said the king, **if all the 
^gs were fishes. If I were a party and could 
get £5,000. But I am not a party, Grorman, I 
am a king." 

"Exactly," said Gorman, "and it's kings who 
give those things, the things Bilkins wants. 
Isn't there a Megalian Order — ^Pink Vulture or 
sranething?" 

"Gorman, you have hit it," said the king de- 
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lij^tedly. *7ou hare hit the eye of the bull, 
and the head of the nail. I can give an order, 
I can say 'Bilkins, you are Grand Knight of the 
Order of the Pink Vulture of Megalia, First 
Class/ Grorman, it is done. I give. Bilkins 
pays. The world admires the honourableness <tf 
the Right H<mourable Sir Bilkins. His charac- 
fer is washed white. Ah, Corinne, my beloved, 
you shall spit in the face of the manager of 
Emile's. I said I cannot ramp. I have no eggs, 
I was wrong- The .Vulture of Hc^alia lays an 
e^ for Bilkins." 

"You've got the idea," «ud Gorman. *'Btf8 
we can't rush the thing. Your Pink Vulture is 
all right, of course. I'm not saying anything 
against it But most people in this country have 
never heard of it, and consequently it wouldn't 
be of much use to a man of Bilkin's position. 
The first thing we've got to do is to advertise 
the fowl; get it fluttering before the pubMc eye. 
If you leave that part to me I'll manage it all 
right. I've been connected with the press for 
years." 

Three days later it was annmrnced in most of 
the London papers that Um King of Megalia 
had bestowed the Order of tiie Pink Vulture 
on Sir Bland Potterton, His Majesty's Minister 
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for Balkan Affairs, in recognition of his services 
to the Allied cause in the Kesr East. Sir Bland 
Fotterttm was in Roumania when the announce- 
ment appeared and he did not hear of his new 
hcMQour for nearly three weeks. When he did 
hear of it he refused it curtly. 

In the meanwhile the Order was bestowed on 
two Brigadier G^erals and three Colonels, all 
on active service in remote parts of the world. 
Little pictures of the star and ribtxxi of the 
Order appeared in the back pages of illustrated 
papers, and there were short articles in the Sun- 
day papers which gave a history of tiie Order, 
describing it as the most ancient in Europe, and 
quoting the names of eminent men who had won 
the ribbcai of the Order in times past. The Duke 
of Wellington, Lord Nelson, Williun the Silent, 
Gralileo, Christc^her Columbus, and the historian 
Gibbon appeared on the list. The Order was 
next bestowed on an Admiral, who hdid a com- 
mand in the South Pacific, and on H. Cle- 
menceau. 

After that Gomuoi dined with the King. 

The dinner, as is always the case in Beaufort's 
Hot^, was excellent. The wine was good. 
Madame Ypsilante wore a dress which, as ^e 
explained, was more than three months old. 
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Emile, it appeared, was atiU pressing for pay- 
ment of the bill and refused to supply any more 
clothes. However, neither age nor custom had 
staled the splendour of the purple velvet gown 
and the jewelloy — ^Madame Ypsilante always 
wore a great deal of jewellery — ^was dazzling. 

The king seemed a little uneasy, and after 
dinner spoke to Gorman about the Megalian 
Order of the Pink Vulture. 

"You are magnificent, Gorman," he said, 
"and your English press! Ah, my friend, if 
you had been Prime Minister in Megalia, and 
if there had been newspapers, I mi^t to-day 
be sitting on the throne, thou^ I do not wimt 
to, not at alL The throne of Megalia is what 
you call a hot spot. But my friend is it wise? 
There must be someone who knows that the Pink 
Vulture of Megalia is not an antique. It is, as 
the English say, mid- Victorian. 1865, Gorman. 
That is the date; and someone will know that." 

"I daresay," said Gorman, "that there may 
be two or tiiree people who know; but they 
havoi't opened their mouths so far and before 
they do we ou^t to hare Bilkins' cbecque safe." 

"How mudir* said Madame. "That is the 
tiling whidb matters." 

"After he's read the list of distinguished men 
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who held the order in the past and digested the 
names of all the generals and people whoVe just 
been pvea it, we may fairly expect £5,000. 
We'll screw him up a bit if we can, but we won't 
take a penny leas. Considering the row there'll 
be afterwards, when Billdns finds out, we ought 
to get £10,000, It will be most unpleasant, and 
it's bound to come. Most of the others will re- 
fuse the Order as soon as th^ hear they've been 
given it, and Bilkins will storm horribly and say 
be has been swindled, not that there is any harm 
in swindling Bilkins. After that e^ racket of 
his he deserves to be swindled. Still it won't be 
nice to have to listen to him." 

"Bah I" said Madame, "we shall have the 
ca^" 

"And it was not I," said the king, "who said 
that the Duke of Wellington wore the Fink 
Vulture. It was not Corinne. It was not you, 
Grorman. It was the newspapers. When Bil- 
kins come to us we say 'Bafal Gro to The Timet, 
Sir BUkins, go to The DaUy MaiL* There is no 
more for Bilkins to say then." 

"One comfort," sud G<ninan, *'is that be can*C 
take a legal airtiion of any kind." 

Tbdr fears were, as it turned out, unfounded. 
Bilkins, having^ paid, not £5,000 but £6,000, for 
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the Megalian Order, was not anxious to adver- 
tise the fact that he had made a bad bargain. 
Indeed he may be said to have got good value 
for his money. He has not many opportunities 
of wearing the ribbon and the star; but he de- 
scribes himself on his visiting cards and at the 
head of his business note paper as "Sir Timothy 
Bilkins, K.C.0.P.V3f." Nobody knows what 
the letters stand for, and it is generally believed 
that BUkins has been knighted in the regular 
way for services rendered to the country during 
the war. The few who remember his deal in eggs 
are forced to suppose that tlie stories told about 
that business at the time were slander. Lady 
BUkins, who was present at the ceremony of in- 
vesture, often talks of the "dear King uid Queen 
of Megalia." Madame Ypsilante can, when she 
chooses, look quite like a real queea 
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EVEN aa & schoolboy, Bland-Potterton 
was fussy and self-important. At the 
university — Balliol was his college — ^be 
was regarded as a coming mim, likely to make his 
mark in the world. This made him more fussy 
and more self-important. When be became a 
recognised authority on Kear Eastern affairs be 
became pompous and more fussy than ever. His 
knighthood, granted in 1018, and an inevitable 
mcrease in waist measurement emphasised his 
ptxnpousness without diminishing his fussiness. 
When the craze for creating new dex>artments 
of state was at its height, Bland-Fotterton, then 
Sir Bartholomew, was made Head of the Minis- 
try for Balkan Affairs. It was generally felt 
that the ri^t man had been put into the right 
place. Sir Bivtholomew looked like a Minister, 
talked like a Minister, and, what is more impor* 
tant, fdt like a Minister. Indeed he felt like a 
Cabinet Minister, thou^ he bad not yet obtained 
that rank. Sir Bartholomew's return fron Rou- 

178 
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mania waa duly advertised in the newspapers. 
Paragraphs appeared every day for a week hint- 
ing at a diplomatic coup which would affect the 
balance of power in "Uk Balkans and materially 
shorten the war. Gorman, who knew Sir Bar- 
tholomew wdll, found a good deal of entertain- 
ment in the newspaper paragraphs. He had 
been a journalist himself for many years. He 
understood just whom the paragraphs came 
from and how they got into print. He was a 
little surprised, but greatly interested, when he 
received a note from Sir Bartholomew. 

"My dear Mr. Grorman," he read, "can you 
make it convenient to limch with me one day neitt 
week? Shall we say in my room in the office of 
the Ministry — ^the Feodora Hotel, Picqadilty — 
at 1.80 pjn. There is a matter of some impor- 
tance — of considerable national importance — 
about which we are most anxious to obtain your 
advice and your help. Will you fix the earliest 
possible day? The condition of the Near East 
demands — urgentiy demands — our attention. I 
am, my dear Mr. Gorman, yours, etc. , . ." 

Gorman without hesitation fixed Monday, 
which is the earliest day in any week except Sun- 
day, and he did not suppose that the offices of 
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the Ministry of Balkan Affairs would be open 
on Sunday. 

It is not true, tJiough it is frequently said, that 
Sir Bartholomew retained the services of the 
chef of the Feodora Hotel whcai he took over 
the building for the use of his Ministry. It is 
well known that Sir Butholtxnew — in his zeal 
for the public service — often lunched in his office 
and sometimes invited men whom he wanted to 
see OQ business, to lunch witii him. They re- 
ported that the meals they ate were uncommonly 
good, as the meals of a Minister of State cer- 
tainly ou^t to be. It was no doubt in this way 
that the slanderous story about the chef arose 
and gained currency. G^>rman did not believe 
it, because he knew that the Feodora chef had 
gone to Beaufort's Hotel when die other was 
taken over by the Grovemment. But Gorman 
fiilly expected a good luncheon, nicely served in 
one of the five rooms set apart for Sir Bartholo* 
mew's use in the hotel. 

He was not disappointed. The sole was all that 
anyone could ask. The salmi which followed it 
was good, and even the Feodora chef could not 
have sent up a better rum omelette. 

Sir Bartholomew was wearing a canary-ool- 
oured waistcoat wit^ mother-of-pearl buttons. 
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I^ seemed fo Gorman iha.t tiie expanse of yeHow 
broadened as luncheon went chi. Periiaps If 
actually did. Perhaps an atmosphere of illusiwi 
was created by the port which followed an ex- 
cellent bottle of sauteme. Yellow is a dieerful 
colour, and Sir Bartholomew's waistcoat in- 
cieased the Ta^e feeling of hopeful well-beiog 
which the luncbeoa produced. 

"Affairs in the Near East," said Sir Bar- 
th(^(Hnew, "are at present in a critic^ position." 

"Always are, aren't they?" sud Gorman. 
"Some affairs are like that, Irish affairs for in- 
stance." 

Sir Bartiiolomew frowned slight^. He hated 
levity. Then the good wine triumphing over 
the dignity of the bureaucrat, he aniled again. 

"You Irishmen!" he said. "No subject is 
serious for yew. That is your great charm. But 
I assure you, Mr. Gorman, that we are at this 
mcHuent passing through a crisis." 

"If there's anjibing I can do to help you — ** 
said Gorman. "A crisis is nothing to me. I 
hare lived all my life in the middle of on& 
That's the worst of Ireland. Crisis is her nor- 
mal o(mditi(m." 

"I think " Sir Bartholomew lowered his 

voice althou^ there was no one in the rotm ^ 
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overhear him. "I think, Mr. Gorman, that you 
are acquainted with the present King of Me> 
galia." 

"If you mean Konrad Karl," said Gorman, 
"I should call him the late king. They had a reT- 
olution there, you know, and hunted him out, 
I believe Megalia is a republic now." 

"None of the Great Powers," said Sir Bar- 
tholomew, "has ever recognised the Republic of 
Megalia." 

He spoke as if what he said disposed of the 
MegaUans finally. The front of his yellow 
waistcoat expanded when he mentioned the 
Great Powers. This was only proper. A man 
^o speaks with authorily about Great Powers 
ought to swell a little. 

"The Megalian people," he went on, "hare 
hitherto preserved a sbrict neutrality." 

"So the king gave me to understand," said 
G^nmao. "He says his late subjects go about 
and plunder their nei^bours impartially. They 
don't mind a bit which side anybody is cm so long 
as there is a decent chance of loot" 

"The Megalians," said Sir Bartholomew, "are 
a fighting race, and in the critical position of 
Balkan Affairs — a delicate equipoise — " He 
seemed taken with the phrase for he repeated it 
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— "A rcfnarkably delicate equipoise — ^the inter- 
Tention of the Megdian Army would turn tiie 
scale and — I feel certain — decide the issue. All 
that is requiml to secure the action of the Me- 
galians is the presence in the country of a leader, 
scaneone whom the people know and recognise, 
someone who can appeal to the traditional 
loyalty of a chiralrous race, in short " 

"You can't be thinking of the late king?" said 
Gorman. "They're not the least loyal to him. 
They deposed him. you know. In fact I^ his 
account — I wasn't there myself at the time — 
but he told me that they tried to hang him. He 
says that if they ever catch him they certainly 
will hang him. He doesn't seem to have hit it 
off with them." 

Sir Bartholcmew waved these consideratitnis 
aside. 

"An ^notional and excitable people," he said, 
"but, believe me, Mr. Gorman, warm-hearted, 
and capable of devotion to a trusted leader. 
They will rally round the king, if " 

"I'm not at all sure," said Gorman, "that tiie 
king will care about going there to be rallied 
round. It's a risk, whatever you say.** 

"I appreciate that point," said Sir Butholo- 
mew, "Indeed it is just because I appreciate 
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it 90 fully that I am uking for your advice and 
help, Mr. Gonnan. You know the king. You 
are, I may say, his friend." 

*7retty nearly the only friend he has," stud 
Gonnan. 

"Exactly. Now I, unfortunately — I fear that 
the king rather dislikes me." 

"You weroi't at all civil to him when he 
offered you the Order of tiie Pink Vulture; hut 
I don't think he has any grudge against you (m 
that account. He's not the sort of man who 
bears malice. The real question is— what is the 
king to get out of it? What axe you offering 
him?" 

"The Allies," said Sir Bu-tholomew, "would 
recognise him as the King of Megalia, and— «r 
-^)f course, support him." 

"I don't think he'd thank you for that," said 
Gormim, "but you can try bim if you like." 

Sir Bartholomew, tm reflection, was inclined 
to agree with Grorman. Mere recognition, 
tiiou^ agreeable to any king, is unsubstantial, 
and the support suggested was evidently doubt- 
ful 

"Wha* else?" He spoke in a very confidential 
tone, "what other inducement would you su^ 
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gest our offering? We are prepared to go a 

long way — ^to do a good deal " 

"Unfortunately for you," said Gorman, "tiie 
king is pretty well off at present. He got 
£6,000 three weeks ago out of Bilkins — the man 
who ran the egg swindle — and until that's spent 
he won't feel the need of mcxiey. If you could 
wait six weeks — I'm sure he'll be on the rocks 
again in six weeks — and then offer a few thou- 
sand " 

"But we can't wait," said Sir Bartholranew. 
"Affairs in the Near East are most criticaL Un- 
less the Megalian Army acts at once " 

"In that case," said Gorman, "the only thing 
for you to do is to try Madame Ypsilante." 

"That woman I" said Sir Bartholwnew. "I 
really cannot — You must see, Mr. Gorman, 
that for a man in my position " 

"Is there a Lady Bland-Potterton?" said Gor- 
man. "I didn't know." 

"I'm not married," said Sir Bartholomew. 
**When I speak of my position — I meui my 
position as a memb« of tiie Government " 

"Madame has immense influence with the 
king," said Gorman. 

"Yes. Yes. But the woman — ^tbe — er — ^lady 
has no recognised status. She ** 
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"Just at present," said Gonnan, "she is tre- 
mendoualy keen on emeralds. She has got a new 
evening dress from Emile and there's nothing 
^e wants more than an emerald pendant to 
wear with it. I'm sure she'd do her hest to per- 
suade the king to go back to Megalia if " 

"But I don't think — " said Sir Bartholomew. 
**Really, Mr. Gorman " 

"I'm not suggesting that you should pay for 
it yourself," said Gorman. "Cfauge it up 
against the Civil List or the Secret Service 
Fund, or work it in under 'Advances to our 
Allies.' There must be some way of d<nng it» 
and I really think it's your best chance." 

Sir Bartholomew talked for nearly an hour. 
He explained several times that it was totally 
impossible for him to negotiate with Madame 
Ypsilante. The idea of bribing her with an 
emerald pendant shocked him profoundly. But 
he was bent on getting King Eonrad Karl to go 
back to Megalia. That seemed to him a matter 
of supreme importance for England, for Europe 
and the world. In the end, after a great deal of 
consultation, a plan suggested itself. Madame 
should have her emeralds sent to her anony- 
mously. Gorman undertook to explain to her 
that she was expected, by way of payment for 
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the oneralds, to persuade the king to go back to 
Megalia and mce more occupy tiie throne. Sir 
Bar^olomew BIuid-Fotterton would appear at 
the last nuHnent as the accredited representative 
of tiie Allied Goremments, and formaUy lay be- 
fore the king the proposal for the immediate 
owhilisation of the Megaliaxi Army. 

**I shall have a lot of woric and worry*' said 
Gomum, "and I'm not asking anything for n^- 
sdf ; but if the thing ccnnes off " 

"You can command tiie gratitude of tiie Cab- 
inet," said Sir Bartholomew, "and anything 
they can do for you — on O.BJE,, now, or ereu a 
knighthood " 

"No thuik you," said Gorman, "but if you 
could see your way to starting a few mumti<m 
works in Upper Offaly, my ctmstituency, you 
know. The people are getting discontented, and 
I'm not at all sure that they'll return me at the 
nort election unless something is done for them 
now." 

"You idiall have an aeroplane factory," said 
Sir Bartholomew, "two in fact I think I may 
safely promise two — and shells— would your 
people care for making shells?" 

The plan worked out exceedingly weO. The 
pendant which Madame Ypsilante received was 
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rery handsome. It contained fourteen stmes of 
unusual size set in circles of small diamtmds. 
She was deh^ted, and thorou^y understood 
what was expected of her. A Government en- 
gineer went down to Upper Offaly, and secured, 
at monnous expense, sites for three large fac- 
tories. The men who leased the land were 
greatly pleased, ereryone else looked fcnward 
to a period of employment at very high wages, 
and Gorman became very popular even among 
the extreme Sinn Feiners. Sir Barth<domew 
Bland-Potterton went about London, purring 
with satisfaction like a large cat, and promising 
sensati«ial events in the Near East widch would 
rapidly bring the war to an end. Only King 
Konrad Karl was a little sad. 

"Goiman, my friend," he said, "I go back to 
Ihat thrice damned country and I die. They 
will hang me by the neck until I am dead as a 
door mat." 

"They may not," said Gorman. "You can't 
be certain." 

"You do not know Megalia," said the king. 
"It is sure, Gorman, what you would call a dead 
shirt. But Corinne, my beloved Corinne, says 
'Go. Be a king once more,* And I — I am a 
blackguard, Gorman. I know it. I am not re- 
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spectable. I know it. But I am a lorer. I am 
capable of a great passion. I wave my hand. 1 
smile. I kiss Corinne. I face the tune of the 
band. I say 'Bebold, damn it, and Great ScottI 
— at the bidding of Corinne, I die.* " 

"If I were you," said GfOrmtui, "I'd cmscript 
every able-bodied man in the country directly I 
got there and put the entire lot into a front line 
trench. There won't be anycme left to assas- 
sinate you then." 

"Alas I There are the Generals and the Staff. 
It is not possible, Gorman, even in Megalia, to 
put the Staff into a trench, and that is enough 
One General only and his Staff. They ccnne to 
the palace. They say 'In the name of the Re- 
public, so that the world may be safe for de- 
mocracy — ' and then — I There is a rope. There 
is a flag staff. I float in the air. They cheer. I 
am dead. I know it. But it is for Corinne. 
Good." 

It was in tiiis mood of diivalrous high romance 
that the king received Sir Bartholtxnew Bland- 
Fotterton. Gorman was present during the in- 
terview. He had made a special effort, post* 
poning an important engagement, in order to 
hear what was said. He expected to be in- 
terested and amused. He was not disappointed. 
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Sir Bartholomew Bland-Potterton was at his 
very best. He made a long speech about the 
sacred cause of European civilisation, and l^e 
supremely important part which the King of 
Megalia was called upon to play in securing 
victory and lasting peace. He also talked about 
the rights of small natitmalities. King Eonrad 
Earl rose to the stune level of lofty sentiment 
in his reply. He went further than Sir Bar- 
tholomew for he talked about democracy in 
terms which vrere affecti(Hiate, a rather surpris- 
ing thing for a monarch whose power, when he 
had it, was supposed to be absolute. 

"I go," he said. "If necessary I oflfer up my- 
self as a fatted calf, a sacrifice, a burnt ewe lamb 
upon the altar of liberty. I say to the people — 
to my people 'Damn it, cut off my head.' It's 
what they will do." 

"Dear me," said Sir Bartholomew. "Dear 
me. X trust not. I hope not. You will have 
the support, the moral support, of all the Allies. 
I should be sorry to think — ^we should all be 
sorry * 

The king, who was standing in the middle of 
the hearthrug, struck a fine attitude, laying his 
hand oa his breast 

"It win be as I say," he said. "Gorman 
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knows. Corinne, though she says 'No, no, 
never,* she knows. The people of MegalU, what 
are they? I will tell you. Butchers and pigs. 
Pork butchers. To them it is sport to kill a king. 
But you say 'Go,' and Gorman says 'Go.' And 
the cause of Europe says 'Go.' And Corinne 
she also. Good. The Prime Minister of Me- 
galia trots out his hatchet I say 3y Jove, here 
is my neck.* " 

Sir Bartholomew Bland-Pottert(m was 
greatly affected. He even promised that a 
British submarine would patrol the Megalian 
coast with a view to securing tlie king's safety. 
He might perhaps have gone on to offer a squad- 
ron of aeroplanes by way of body-guard, b«f 
while he was speaking, Madame burst into the 
room. 

She was evidently highly exdted. Her face, 
beneath its coating of powder, was flushed. Hor 
eyes were unusually bright. Her hair — a most 
unusual thing with her — appeared to be coming 
down. She rushed straight to the king and flung 
her arms round his neck. 

"Krairad," she said, "my Konrad. You shall 
not go to Megalia. Never, never will I say 'Be 
a King.* Never shall you live with those so bai^ 
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barous people. I said 'Go.' I admit it. I was 
wrong, my Eonrad. Behold I" 

She released the king from her embrace, 
fmnbled in her handbag and drew out a snudl 
leather case. She opened it, took out a magnifi- 
cent looking pendant. She flung it on the 
ground and trampled on it. Gormui stepped 
forward to rescue the emeralds. 

"Don't do that," he said. "Hang it all! 
Don't. Give the thing back if you like, but 
don't destroy it. Those stmes must be im- 
mensely valuable." 

"Valuable I" Madame's voice rose to a shriek. 
"What is valuable compared to the safety of my 
Konrad? Valuable? They are worth ten 
pounds. Ten pounds, Gorman 1 I took them to 
Groldstein to-day. He knows jewels, that Gold- 
stein. He is expert and he said 'They are shams. 
They are worth — at most ten pounds.' " 

Grorman stared for a moment at the stones 
which lay on the floor in their crushed setting- 
Then he turned to Sir Bartholomew, 

"You don't mean to say," he said, "that you 

were such a d d ass as to send Madame aham 

stcnes?" 

Sir Bartholomew's face was a sufficient answer 
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to the questi<»i. Gonnan took him by tiw aim 
and led him out of the room without m word. 

"Tou'd better go home,*' be said. "Madame 
Tpsilante is violent when roused, and it is not 
safe for you to stay. But bow oould you have 
been such an idiot 1" 

"I never thought of her having the stones 
vahied," said Sir Barthol<Hnew. 

"Of course she had them valued," said Gor- 
man. "Anyone else in the world would have 
known that she'd be sure to have them valued. 
Of all the besotted imbeciles— and they call you 
a statesman 1" 

Sir Bartholomew, having got safely into the 
street, began to recover a little, and attempted 
a defence of himself. 

"But," be said, "a pendant like that — oner- 
aids of that size are enormously expensive. The 
Government would not have sanctioned it. 
After all, Mr. Gorman, we are bound to be par- 
ticularly careful about the expenditure of public 
funds. It is one of the proudest traditions of 
British statesmanship that it is scrupulously htoo.- 
ourable even to the pcnnt of bdng ni^ardly in 
sanctioning the expenditure of tibe tax-p^^'s 
money. 

"Good Lordr said Gorman. 1 didnt think 
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— ^I really did not think that I could be surpiised 
by anything in politics — ^But when you talk to 
me — You oughtn't to do it, Potterton. You 
really ought not. Public funds. Tax-payers' 
numey. Scrupulously honourable, and — ^nig- 
gardly. Grood Lordl" 
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XI 

SETTLED OUT OF COURT 

THERE are many solicitors in London 
who mahs larger incomes than Mr. 
Dane-Latimer, though he does very well 
and pays a considerable sum every year by way 
of super-tax. There are certainly solicitors with 
firmly established family practices, whose posi- 
tion is more secure than Mr. Dane-Latimer's. 
And there are some whose reputation stands 
higher in legal circles. But there is probably no 
solicitor whose name is better known all over the 
British Isles than Mr. Dane-Latimer's. He has 
been fortunate Plough to become a kind of 
specialist in "Society" cases. No divorce suit 
can be regarded as really fashionable unless Mr. 
Dane-Latimer is acting in it for plaintiff, de- 
fendant, or co-respondent. A politician who has 
been libelled goes to Mr. Dane-Latimer for ad- 
vice. An actress with a hopeful breach of prom- 
ise case takes the incriminating letters to Mr. 
Dane-Latimer. He knows the facts of nearly 
every exciting scandal. He can fill in the gaps 
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which the newspapers necessarily leave even in 
stories which spread themselves over columns 
of print. What is still better, he can tell stories 
which never get into the papers at all, the stories 
of cases so thrilling that the people concerned 
settle them out of court. 

It will easily be understood that Mr. Dane- 
Latimer is an interesting man to meet and that 
a good many people welccane the chance of a 
talk with him. 

Gorman, who has a cultivated taste for gossip* 
was greatly pleased when Dane-Latimer sat 
down beside him one day in the smoking-room 
of his club. It was two o'clock, an hour at whidi 
the smoking-room is full of men who have 
lunched. Gorman knew that Dane-Latimer 
would not talk in an interesting way before a 
large audience, but he hoped to be able to keep 
him until most of the other men had left. He 
beckoned to the waitress and ordered two coffees 
and two liqueur brandies. Then he set himself 
to be ajs agreeable as possible to Dane-Latimer. 

"Haven't seen you for a long time," he said. 
'"What have you been doing? Had the flu?" 

"Flul No. Infernally busy, that's alL" 

**BealIy," said Gormao. "I should have 
tiiou^t the present slump would have meant 
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rather a slack time for you. People — I mean 
the sort of people whose affairs you manage — 
can't be going it in quite the old way, at all 
events not to tiie same extent." 

Dane-Latimer poured half his brandy into his 
coffee cup and smiled. Gonnan, who felt it nec- 
essary to keep the conversation going, wandered 
on. 

"But perhaps they are. After all, these war 
marriages must lead to a good many divorces, 
though we dcm*t read about them as much as we 
used to. But I dare say they go on just the 
same and you have plenty to do." 

Dane-Latimer grinned. He beckoned to the 
waitress and ordered two more brandies. Gor- 
man talked on. One after another tiie men in 
the smoking-room got up and went away. At 
tiiree o'clock there was no one left within ear- 
shot of Gorman and DaneLatimer. A couple 
of Heads of Government Departments and a 
Staff Officer still sat on at the far end of the 
Toran, but they were busy with a conversation of 
their own about a new kind of self-starter for 
motor cars. Dane-Latimer began to talk at last 

"The fact is," he said, "I shouldn't have been 
here to-day — I certainly shouldn't be sitting 
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smoking at this hour if I hadn't wanted to talk 
to you." 

Gonnan chuckied pleasantly. He felt that 
something inteiesting was coming. 

"I've rather a queer case on hand," said Dane- 
Latimer, "and some friends of yours are mixed 
up in it, at least I think I'm right in saying that 
that picturesque blackguard Konrad Karl of 
Megalia is a friend of yours." 

"I hope he's not the co-respondent," said Gor- 
man. 

"No. Na It's nothing of that sort. Id fact, 
strictly speaking, he's not in it at all. No legal 
liability. The acti(xi threatened is against Ma- 
dame Ypsilantc" 

"Don't say shop lifting," said Gorman. "I've 
always been afraid she's take to that socmer or 
later. Not that she's a dishonest woman. Don't 
think that. It's simply that she can't under- 
stand, is constitutionally incapable of seeing any 
reascm why she shouldn't have anything she 
wants." 

"You may make your mind easy," said Dane- 
Latimer. "It's not shop-lifting. In fact it isn't 
anything that would be called really disgrace- 
ful" 

"That surprises me. I should hardly bftre 
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though Msdame could hare aroided— but go 

on." 

"You know Scarsby?" said Dane-Latimer. 

"I know a Mrs. Scarsby, a woman who adro- 
tises herself and her parties and pushes hard to 
get into the smartest set She's invited me to 
one of her shows next week. Very seldom does 
now, though I used to go there pretty oftoi. 
She has rather soared lately, higher circles than 
those I move in." 

"That's the wife of the man I mean." 

"Never knew she had a husband," said Gor- 
man. "She keeps bim very dark. But that sort 
of woman often keeps her husband in the back- 
ground. I suppose he exists simply to earn what 
she spends." 

"That's it He*s a dentist, I rather wonder 
you haven't heard of him. He's quite at the top 
of the tree; the sort of doitist who charges two 
guineas for looking at your front tooth and an 
extra guinea if he tells you there's a hole in it" 

"I expect he needs it all," said Gorman, "to 
keep Mrs. Searsby going. But what the devil 
has he got to do with Madame Ypsilante. I 
can't imagine her nnnpromising herself vrith a 
man whose own wife is ashamed to produce him." 

Dane-Latimer smiled. 
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"I told jrou it was nothing of that sort}'* he 
said. "In fact it's quite the opposite. Madame 
went to him as a patient in the ordinary way, 
and he started to put a gold filling into one of 
her teeth. She was infernally nerrous and made 
him swear befweband that be wouldn't hurt h». 
She brought Konrad Karl with her and he held 
one of her hands. There was a sort of nurse, a 
woman whom Scarsby always has on the prem- 
ises, who held her other hand. I mention this 
to show you that there were plenty of witnesses 
present, and it w<Hi*t be any use denying the 
facts. Well, Scarsby went to work in the usual 
way with one of those infernal drill things which 
they work with their feet. He had her right 
back in the chair and was standing more or less 
in frmt of her. He says he's perfectly certain 
he didn't hurt her in the least, but I think he 
must hare got down to a neire or something 
without knowing it. Anyhow Madame — she 
couldn't use her hands you know — gave a sort 
of twist, got her foot against his chest and kicked 
him clean across the room." 

"I'd give five pounds to have bem there,** sud 
Gorman. 

"It must have been a funny sight. Scarsby 
dutched at everything as he passed. He brought 
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down the diiUing machine and a table covered 
with insbuments in his fall. He strained his 
wrist and now he wants to take an action for a 
thousand pounds damages against Madame." 

"Silly ass," said Gorman. "He might just as 
well take an action against me for a million. 
Madame hasn't got a thousand pence in the 
world." 

"So I thought," ssid Dane-Latimer, "and so 
I told him. As a matter of fact I happen to 
know that Madame is pretty heavily in debt" 

"Besides," said Gorman. "He richly deserved 
what he got. Any man who is fool enough to go 
monkeying about with Madame Tpsilante's 
teeth — ^you've seen her, I suppose." 

"Oh, yes. Several times." 

"Well then you can guess the sort ot woman 
she is. And anyone who had ever looked at her 
eyes would know. I'd just as so(»i twist a tiger*s 
tail as try to drill a hole in one of Madame Yp- 
silante's teetii. Scarsby must have known 
there'd be trouble." 

"I'm afraid the judge won't takt Uiat view," 
said Dane-Latimer, smiling. 

"He ought to call it justifiable self-defence. 
He will too if he's ever had one of those drills 
in his own mouth." 
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"As a lawyer," said Dane-Latimer, "I'd like 
to see this action fought out. I don't remember 
a case quite like it, and it would be ^cceedingly 
interesting to see what view the Court would 
take. But of course I'm bound to work for my 
client's interest, and I'm advising Scarsby to 
settle it if he can. He's in a vile temper and 
there's no doubt he really is losing mcmey 
through not being able to work with his strained 
wrist. Still, if Madame, or the king on her be- 
half, would make any sort of offer — She may not 
have any money, Gorman, but everybody knows 
she has jewellery." 

"Do you really think," said Gorman* "that 
Madame will sell her pearls to satisfy the claims 
of a dentist who, so far as I can make out, didn't 
even finish stopping her tooth for her?" 

"The law might make her." 

"The law couldn't," said Gormao. "You 
know perfectly well that if the law tried she'd 
simply say that her jewellery belonged to King 
Konrad and you've no kind of claim on bim." 

"That's so," said Dane-Latimer. "All the 
same it won't be very nice if the case comes into 
court. Madame had far better settle it. Just 
think of tibe newspapers. They'll crack silly 
jokes about it f(» weeks and therell be pictures 
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of Madame in most undignified attitiides. Sbe 
won't like ft." 

"I see that," sud Gonnan. "And of course 
Konrad Karl will be dragged in and made to 
look like a fool." 

"Kings of all people," said Dane-Latimer, 
"can't afford to be laughed at. It doesn't do a 
king any real harm if he's hated, but if once he 
becomes c(»nic he's done." 

Gorman thou^it the matter over for a minute 
or two. 

"I'll tell yoo what," be said at last "You 
hold the dentist in play for a day or two and 111 
see what I can do. Therell be no mcney. I 
warn you fairly of that. You won't even got 
the amount of your own bill unless Scarsby pays 
it; but I may be able to fix things up." 

It was not Tery easy for Gorman to deal with 
Madame Ypsiluite. Her point was that Scars- 
by had deliberately inflicted frightful pain <»i 
her, breaking his plighted word and taking ad- 
vantage of her helpless position. 

"He is a devil, that man," she said. "Never, 
never in life has there been any such devil. I 
did right to kick him. It would be more right 
to kick his mouth. But I am not a dancer, I 
cannot kick so hi^." 
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"Corinne," said the king. "You have suffered. 
He has suffered. It is, as the English say in 
the game of golf 'lie as you like.* liCt us f or^e 
and regret." 

"I do not regret/' said Madame, "except that 
I did not kick with both feet. I do not regret, 
and I will not forgive." 

"The trouble is," said Gorman, "that the den- 
tist won't forgive either. He's talking of a thou- 
sand pounds damage." 

Madame's face softened. 

''If he will pay a thousand pounds — " she said. 
"'It is not much. It is not enough. Still, if he 
pays at once " 

"You've got it wrcmg," said Gorman. "He 
thinks you ou{^ to pay. He's going to law 
about it." 

"Law I" said Madame. *Touf t What is your 
law? I spit at it. It is to laugh at, the law." 

The king took a different view. He knew by 
painful experience something about law, chiefly 
that p^; of the law which deals with the rela- 
tions of creditor and debtor. He was seriously 
alarmed at what Gromian said. 

"Alas, Corinne," he said, "in Megalia, yes. 
But in England, no. The English law is to me 
a bkck beast With the law I am always the 
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escaping goat who does not escape. Gorman, I 
We your England. But there is, as you say, a 
shift in the flute. In England there is too nmch 
law. Do not, do not let tiie dentist go to law. 
Rather would I " 

"I will not pay," said Madame. 

"Corinne," said the king reproachfully, 
"would I ask it? No. But if the dentist seeks 
revenge I will submit. He m&j kick me." 

"That's rot of course," said Gorman. "It 
wouldn't be the slightest satisfaction to Scarsby 
to kick you. What I was going to suggest " 

"Good I" said the king. "Right-Ol 0.£.I 
Put it there. You suggest. Always, Gorman, 
you suggest, and when you suggest, it is aU over 
except to shout." 

"I don't know about that," said Gorman. 
"My plan may not work, and anyway you won't 
like it. It's not an agreeable plan at alL The 
only tiling to be said for it is that it's better than 
paying or having any more kicking. You'H 
have to put yourself in my hands absolutely." 

"Gorman, my frigid," said the king, "I go in 
your hands. In both hands or in me hand. 
Rather than be plaintiff-defendant I say 'Gor- 
man, I will go in your pocket.' " 

"In your hands," sud Madame, "or in your 
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arms. Sir Gorman, I trust you. I give you 
my Konrad into your hands. I fling myself into 
your Sims if you wish it." 

"I don't wish it in the least," sud Gonnan. 
"In fact it will complicate things horribly if 
you da" 

Three days later Gorman called on Dane- 
Latimer at his office. 

"I think," he said, "that I've got that little 
trouble between Madame Tpsilante and the 
dentist settled up all right." 

"Are you sure?" said Dane-Latimer. "Scarsby 
is still in a furious temper. At least he was the 
day before yesterday. I haven't seen him since 
then." 

"You won't see him agun," said Gorman. 
"He has completely climbed down." 

"How the deuce did you manage it!" 

Gorman drew a heavy square envelope from 
his breast pocket and handed it to Dane-Lati- 
mer. 

"That's for you," he sud, "and if- you really 
want to understand how the case was settled 
you'd better accept the invitation and come with 
me." 

Dane-Latimore opened the envelope and drew 
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out a large white cud with gilt edges and nicely 

rounded comers. 

"10 Beaulieu Gardens, S.W." he read. "Mrs. 
J. de Montford Scarsby. At Home, Thursday, 
June 24, 9 to II. To hsve the hcmour of meeting 
His Majesty the King of Megalia. R.S.y.P." 

"The king," said Gorman, "is going in his 
uniform as Field Marshal of the Megalian 
Army. It took me half an hour to persuade him 
to do that, and I don't wonder. It's a most 
striking costume — li^t blue silk blouse, black 
velvet gold-embroidered waistcoat, white corded 
breeches, immense patent leather boots, a gold 
c^ain as thick as a cable of a small yacht with a- 
dagger at the end of it, and a bright red fur cap 
with a sham diamond star in front. The poor 
man will look an awful ass, and feel it. I 
wouldn't have let him in for the uniform if I 
could possibly have helped it, but that brute 
Scarsby was as vindictive as a red Indian and as 
obstinate as a swine. His wife could do nothing 
with him at first. She came to me with tears and 
said she'd have to give up the idea of entertaining 
the king at her party if bis coming depended on 
Scarsby's withdrawing his action against Map 
dame Ypsilante. I told her to have another try 
and promised her he'd come in uniform if she sue- 
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ceeded. That induced her to tackle her husband 
again. I don't know how she managed it, but 
she did. Scarsby has climbed down and doesn't 
eveh ask for an apology. I advise you to come 
to the party." 

"Will Madame Tpsilante be therer' 

"I hope not." said Gorman. "I shall persuade 
her to stay at home if I can. I don't know 
whether Scarsby will show up or not; but it's 
better to take no risks. She might kick him 
agmn," 

"what I was w(mdering," said Dane-Latimer, 
"was whether she'd kick me. She mi^t feel that 
she ought to get a bit of her own back out of 
the plaintiff's solicitor. I'm not a tall man. She 
could probably reach my face, and I don't want 
to hare Scarsby mending up my teeth after- 
wards." 

"My impressi(m is," said Gorman, "that Mrs. 
Scarsby would allow anyoae to kick her husband 
up and down Piccadilly if she thought she'd be 
able to entertain royalty afterwards. I don't 
think she ever got higher thui a Marquis before. 
By the way, poor Konrad Karl is to hare a 
throne at the end of her drawing-room, and I'm 
to present her. Ton really ought to come, Dane- 
Latimer." 
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A COMPETENT MECHANIC 

THE car swept across the narrow bridge 
and round the comer beyond it. Geof- 
frey Dane opened the throttle a little 
and allowed the speed to increase. The road 
was new to him, but he had studied his map 
carefully and he knew that a long hill, two miles 
or more of it, lay before him. His car was 
highly powered and the engine was running 
smoothly. He looked forward to a swift, ex- 
hilarating rush from the river valley behind him 
to the plateau of the moorlands above. The road 
was a lonely one. Since he left a village, tiiree 
miles behind him, be had met nothing but one 
cart and a couple of stray cattle. It was very 
unlikely that he woidd meet any troublesome 
traffic before he reached the outskirts of Hamley, 
the market town six miles beyond the hill and the 
moorland. The car swept forward, gathering 
speed. Greo£Frey Dane saw the hand of his 
speednneter creep round the di^ till it showed 
forty miles an hour. 

aoi 
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Then rounding a bend in the road he saw 
another car motionless in the very middle of the 
road. Geoffrey Dane swore abruptly and slowed 
down. He was not compelled to stop. He 
might have passed the obstructing car by driving 
with one wheel in the ditch. But he was a young 
man with a troublesome conscience, and he was 
a member of the Royal Automobile Club. He 
was bound in honour to render any help he could 
to motorists in distress on the high road. 

On a stone at the side of the road sat a girl, 
fflnoking a cigarette. She was, apparently, the 
owner or driver of the motionless car. G«o£Frey 
Dane stopped. 

"Anything wrcHigf" he asked. 

The girl threw away the cigarette she was 
smoking and stood up. 

"Everything," she said. 

Geoffrey Dane stopped his engine with a sigfa 
and got out of his car. He noticed at once that 
the girl was dishevelled, that her face, particu- 
larly her nose, was smeared with dirt, and that 
there was a good deal of mud on ber frock. He 
recognised the signs of a long and useless strug- 
gle with an engine; but he was too well bred to 
smile. He also noticed that the girl was pretty, 
di^bt of figure, and fair, with twinkling eyes. 
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This consoled him a little. Succouring a stranger 
in distress <m a lonely road towards the close of 
a winter afternoon is not pleasant, but it is dis- 
tinctly less unpleasant if the stranger is a pretty 
girl. 

"Do you know anything about motorsf* said 
the girL 

To Geoffrey the question was almost insult- 
ing. He was a young man who particularly 
prided himself on his knowledge of mechanics 
and his skill in dealing with engines. Also the 
girl spoke abruptly, not at all in the manner of 
a helpless damsel seeking charitable assistance. 
But Geoffrey was a good-humoured young man 
uid the girl was very pretty indeed. He was 
prepared to make allowances for a little petu- 
lance. No temper is exactly sunny after a 
struggle with a refractory engine. 

"I ouj^t to know something about motors," 
he said. "I'm driving one." 

He looked round as he spoke at his own large 
and handstHne car. The ^I's car in c(miparison, 
was insignificant. 

"It doesn't in the least follow that you know 
anything about it," said the girl. "I was driving 
that one." She pointed to the car in tiie middle 
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of the road. "And I havai't the ronotest idea 
what's wrong." 

This time Geoffrey felt that the girl, though 
pretty, deaerred a snub. He was prepared to 
help her, at some personal inconvenience, but he 
felt that he had a ri^t to expect politeness in 
return. 

"I don't tiiink you ou£^t to have drawn up 
ri^t in the middle of ihe road," he said. "It's 
beginning to get dark and if anything came 
down the road at all fast there'd be an accident." 

"I didn't draw up in the middle of the road," 
said the girl. 

Greoffrey looked at her car. It was in the 
middle, the very middle of the road. 

"I didn't draw up at all," said the girL "The 
beastfy thing just stopped there itself. But I 
don't mind telling you that if I could, I'd have 
turned the car across the road so as to block the 
way altogether. I'd rather there wasn't any 
room to pass. I wanted anyone who came along 
to stop and help me." 

Geoffrey remained polite, which was very 
much to his credit. 

"I see she's a Ford," he said, "and Fords are 
a bit hard to start sometimes, especially in cold 
weather. TU have a try." 
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He went to the front of the car and seized the 
crank btuidle. He swung it, jerked, it, pulled at 
it with his full strength. There was a slight 
gurgling noise occasionally, hut the engine re- 
fused to start. Geoffrey stood erect and wiped 
his fordiead. The evening was chilly, but he 
had no reason to complain of being cold. The 
girl sat aa her stone at the side of the road and 
smoked a fresh cigarette. 

"I don't think you'll do much good that way," 
she said. "I've be^i at that for hours." 

Geoffrey felt there was, or ought to be a differ- 
ence between the efforts of a girl, a slight, rather 
frail looking girl, and those of a vigorous young 
man. He took off his overcoat and tried again, 
vainly. Then he opened the throttle wide, and 
advanced the sparking lever a little. 

"If you do that," said the girl, "she'll back-fire 
and break your arm — ^that is to say if she does 
anything at all, which she probably won't. She 
sprained father's wrist last week. That's how 
I came to be driving her to-day." 

Geoffrey was aware of the unpleasant effects 
of a back-fire. But he took the risk witiiout 
hesitating. Nothing happened. The car, though 
obstinate, was not apparently malicious. 
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"There must be something wrong,'* he said. 
"Did you try the sparking plugs?" 

"I had them all out," said the girl, "and 
cleaned them with a hurpin and my x^<^^ 
handkerchief. It isn't worUi your while to take 
them out again." 

Geoffrey fetdied a wrench from his own car 
and began to work en the sparking plugs. 

"I see you don't believe me," said the girL 
"But I really did clean them. Just look." 

She held up her pocket handkerchief. It was 
thickly smeared with soot. She had certainly 
cleaned something witit it. GeoflFrey worked 
away steadily with his wrench. 

"And the worst of it is," said the girl, "that 
this is just the sort of evening on which one 
simply must blow raie's nose. I've had to blow 
mine twice since I cleaned the plugs and I ex- 
pect its awfuL" 

Geoffr^ looked up from his work. He had 
noticed when he first saw her that her face was 
very dirty. He knew now where the dirt came 
from. He smiled. The girl smiled, too. Her 
temper was beginning to improve. Then she 
sniffed. Geoffrey offered her his pocket hand- 
kerchief. She took it without saying thank you. 

The sparking plugs were cleaned very care- 
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fully, for the second time. Then Geoffrey took 
onotber turn at the crank handle. He laboured 
in Tain. The engine did not respcmd with so 
much as a gasp. 

"The next thing I did," said the girl, "was to 
take out the ccsnmutator and clean it. But I 
don't advise you to do that unless you really do 
know something about engines." 

It was Geoffrey's turn to feel a little irritated. 

"I'm a ccwnpetent mechanic," he said diortly. 

"All right," said the girl, "don't be ftngry. 
I'm a competent mechanic, too. At least I 
thought I was before this happened. 

"Perhaps," said Geoffrey, "you didn't put the 
commutator back right after you took it out. 
I've known people make mist^es about that." 

His suspicion was unjust. The commutator 
was in its place and the wire terminals correctly 
attached. He took it out again, deaned it, oiled 
it, and replaced it. Then he tried the crank 
handle agun. The engine was entirely unaf- 
fected, 

"The feed pipe must be choked," said Geoffrey 
decisively. 

"I didn't try tiiat," said the girl, "but you can 
if you like. I'll lend jrou a hairpin. The one 
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I cleaned the plugs with must be lying about 
scnnewhere." 

It was getting dark, and a search for a losC 
hairpin would be very little use. Geoffrey said 
he would try blowing through the feed pipe with 
the pump. The girl, coming to his assistance, 
struck matdies and held them dangerously nev 
the carburetter while he worked. The clearing 
of the feed pipe made no difference at all to the 
engine. It was quite dark and freezing hard 
when the job was finished. Geoffrey, exhausted 
and breathless, gave up his final attempt at the 
starting crank. 

"Look here," he said, "I'm awfully sorry; but 
I'll have to chuck it. IVe tried everything I can 
think of. The only thing to do is to send some- 
one out from the nearest town. If I had a rope, 
I'd tow you in, but I haven't. Is there a motor 
man in Hamleyf 

"Yes," said the girl, "there's a man called 
Jones, who does motors, but " 

"Well," said Geoffrey, "you get into my car. 
I'll drive you home, and then — ^by the way, vrhae 
do you live?" 

"In Hamley. My father's tiie doctor there." 

"That's all right. Ill drive you home and 
send out Jones." 
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"The worst of that is," said the girl, "that 
Jones always charges tiie most fri^tful simu 
for anything he does." 

"But you can't stay here all ni^t/* said 
Geoflfrey. "All night! It'll be all day to- 
morrow too. As far as I can see it'll be always. 
Tou'll never nu^e that car go." 

"If father was in any ordinary temper," said 
the girl, "he wouldn't grouse much about Jones's 
bill But just now, on account of what hap- 
pened to him " 

"Yes," said Geoflfrey. "I understand. The 
sprained wrist makes him irritable." 

"It's not exactly that," said the girl. "Anyone 
might sprain a wrist. There's no disgrace about 
that. The real trouble is that the poor old dear 
put some stuff on his wrist, to cure it, you know. 
It must hare been the wrong stuff, for it brought 
on erysipelas.'* 

"I thought you said he was a doctor.'* 

"That's just it. He thinks that no one will 
believe in him any more now that he's doctored 
his own wrist all wrong. That's what makes him 
depressed. I told him not to mind; but he does.** 

"The best doctors make mistakes sMuetimes," 
said Geoffrey. 

"Everybody does," said the girL "Even com- 
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petent mechanics aren't always quite sure about 
iJungs, are they? Now you see why I don't want 
to send out Jcxies if I can possibly help it." 

"But you can't possibly help it," said Geof- 
frey. 

He wcmdered whether he could offer to pay 
Jones' bill himself. It would not, he supposed, 
be very large, and be would have been glad to 
pay it to save the girl from trouble. But he did 
not like to make the offer. 

"We might," he said, "persuade Jones not 
to send in his bill till your father's wrist is better. 
Anyhow, there's nothing for it but to get him. 
Well just push your car to the side of the road 
out of the way and then I'U run you into 
Hamley." 

The car was pushed well over to the side of 
the road, and left on a patch of grass. Geoffrey 
shoved hard at the spokes of one of the back 
wheels. The girl pushed, with one hand on a 
lamp bracket. She steered with the other, and 
added a good deal to Geoffrey's labour by turn- 
ing the wheel the wrong way occasionally. 

The drive to Hamley did not take long; but 
it was nearly half-past six before they reached 
the village street. Jones's shop and motor 
garage were shut up for the night; but a kindly 

Dinitizedb, Google 



2 it LADY BOUNTIFUL 

bystander told Geoffrey where the man lived. 
Unfortunately, the man was not at home. His 
wife, who seemed stnnewhat aggrieved at his 
absenee, gave it as her opinion that he was likely 
to be found in the George Inn. 

"But it isn't no use your going there for him," 
she said. "There's a Freemason's dinner to- 
night, and Jones wouldn't leave that, not if you 
offered him a ten-poimd note." 

Geoffrey turned to the girL 

"Shall we try?" he asked. "Is it worth while 
going after him?" 

"I can't leave the car on the side of the road 
all night," she said. "If we am't get Jaaes, I 
must walk back and try again." 

Geoffrey made a heroic resolve. 

"I'll leave you at home first," he said, "and 
then I'll go and drag Jones out of that dinner 
party of his. I'm sure you must be very tired." 

But the girl firmly refused to go home without 
%he car. Her plan was to go back with Jones, 
if Jones could be persuaded to start, and then 
drive home when the car was set right. 

"Very well," said Geoffrey, "let's go and get 
Jcmes, We'll all go back together. I can stop 
the night in Hamley and go on to-morrow morn- 
ing." 
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He rather expected a protest frwn the girl, a 
protest ending in warm thanks for his kindness. 
He received instead a remark which rather sur- 
prised him. 

"I daresay," she said, "that you'd rather like 
to see what really is the matter with the car. It 
will be so much knowledge gained for you after- 
wards. And you do take an interest in me- 
chanics, don't your* 

Geoffrey, in the course of his operations on the 
car, had several times professed a deep interest in 
mechanics. He recollected that, just at first, he 
had boasted a good deal about his skill and 
knowledge. He suspected that the girl was 
lau^iing at him. This irritated him, and when 
he reached the Greorge Inn he was in no mood 
to listen patiently to Jones' refusal to leave the 
dinner, 

Jones did refuse, firmly and decisively. Greof- 
frey argued with him, attempted to bribe him, 
finally swore at him. The girl stood foy and 
laughed. Jones turned on her tfruculently. 

"If young ladies," he said, "would stay in their 
homes, which is the proper place for them, and 
not go driving about in motor cars, there'd be 
less trouble in the world; and decent men who 
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work hard all day would be left to eat their din- 
ners in peace." 

The girl was entirely unabashed. 

"If decent men," she said, "would iMnk more 
about their business and less about their dinners, 
motors wouldn't break down six miles from 
home. You were supposed to hare overhauled 
that car last week, Jones, and you told father 
yourself that the engine was in first rate order." 

"No engine will go," said Jones, "if you don't 
know how to drive it. 

"Look here," said Geoffrey, "hop into my car. 
I'll have you there in less than half an hour. 
Well bring a rope with us, wid if you can't make 
the car start at once, well tow it home. It won't 
be a long job. I'll tmdertake to have you back 
here in an hour. Your dinner won't be cold by 
that time." 

He took Jones by the arm and pulled him 
towards the door of the inn, Jones, protesting 
and muttering, gave way at last. He fetched 
his hat and coat, and took a seat in Geoffrey's 
car, 

Geoffrey made good his promise. Once clear 
of the town, with an empty road before bim, he 
drove fast and reached the scene of the break- 
down in less than twenty minutes, 
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Jones was evidently sulky. Witiiout spealdng 
a word to either Geoffrey or the girl he went 
gtrai^t to the car at the side of the road. He 
gave the starting handle a single turn. Then he 
stopped and went to the back of the car. He 
took out a tin of petrol and emptied it into the 
tank. Then he gave another jerk to the starting 
handle. The engine responded at once with a 
cheerful rattle. The girl, to Greoffrey's amaze- 
ment, laughed loud. He felt afoaabed and hu- 
miliated, Tery little inclined to mirth. 

"I'm awfully sorry," he babbled his apologies. 
"I'm really awfully sorry. It was extremely 

stupid of me, but I never thought . Of 

course I ou^t to have looked at the petrol tank 
first thing." 

"It was a bit stupid of you, I must say," said 
the girl, "considering what you said about under- 
standing motors." 

Geoffrey felt indined to remind her that she, 
too, had boasted some knowledge of cu^ and that 
^e had been at fault even more than he had, and 
tjiat in fact she ouf^t to have guessed that her 
petrol had gone. He was saved from makiog 
his retort by Jones, Igncuing the girl com- 
pletely, as if she were beneath contempt, Jones 
spoke to Geoffrey. 
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"I dunno," he said, "how you expected the 
engine to work without petrol." 

Bis tone was full of scorn, and Geofltey felt 
like a withered flower. The girl was in no way 
abashed. 

"It's just like asking a man to work without 
his dinner," she said, "but they smnetimes do, 
you know." 

Then she turned to GeoflErey. 

"If you promise faithfully," she said, "not to 
tell father triiat happened, you can come and 
have dinner with us to-night." 

It was the only sign of gratitude that the girl 
had shown, and GieoflFrey's first inclination was 
to refuse the invitation definitely. But he 
cau^t sight of her face before she spoke. She 
was standing in the full glare of one of the 
lamps. Her eyes were twinkling and very 
bri^it. On her lips was a smile, impudent, 
provocative, extremely attractive. 

Geoffrey Dane dined that night with the doc< 
tor and his dau^ter. He described the Iveak- 
down oi the motor in the vagu^ terms. 
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BIT NIECE KITTT 

1 CONSIDER it fortunate that Kitty is my 
niece. She mi^t hare been my daughter 
and then I should have had a great deal of 
respmsibility and lived a troublous life. On the 
other hand if Kitty had not been related to me 
in some way I should hare missed a pleasuit 
intimacy. I should probably very seldom see her 
if she were the daughter of a casual acquaint* 
ance, and when I did see her she would be shy, 
perhaps, or pert. I should almost certunly be 
awkward. I am, I regret to say, fifty years of 
age. Kitty is just sixteen. ScHne kind of re- 
lationship is necessary if there is to be real friend- 
ship between an elderly man and a young ^L 
Uncles, if they did not exist in nature, would 
have to be invented for the sake of people like 
Kitty and myself. 

I see Kitty twice a year regularly. She and 
her mother come to town at Christmas time for 
shotting. They stay at my house. In summer 
I spend my three weeks holiday with my sister 
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who lives all the year round in a seaside place 
which most people regard as a summer resort. 
She does this on account of the delicate health 
of her hushand, who suffers from an obscure 
nervous disease. If I were Kitty's father I 
should probably have a nervous disorder, too. 

In December I am master of the situation. 
I treat Kitty exactly as an uncle ou^t to treat 
a niece. I take her to theatres and picture 
houses. I feed her at irregular hours on sweet, 
unwholesome food. I buy her presents and 
allow her to choose them. Kitty, as my guest, 
behaves as well as any niece could. She is re- 
spectful, obedient, and always delighted with 
the oitertainments I provide for her. In sum- 
mer — Kitty being then the hostess and I the 
guest — ^things are different. She considers it her 
duty to amuse me. Her respect for me vanishes. 
I am the one who is obedient; but I am not 
always deli^^ted at the entertainments she pro- 
vides. She means well, but she is liable to forget 
that a stiff-limbed bachelor of fifty prefers quiet 
to strenuous sports. 

One morning during the second week of my 
last holiday Kitty came down late for breakfast. 
She is often late for breakfast and she never 
apologises. I daresay she is right. Most of us 
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are late for breakfast, when we are late, because 
we are lazy and stay too long in bed. It is impos- 
sible to think of Kitty being lazy. She always 
gets up early and is only late for breakfast be- 
cause she has had time to find some enthralling 
occupation before breakfast is ready. Breakfast 
and the rest of the party ought to apologise to 
her for not being ready sooner. It is really we 
who keep her waiting. She was dressed that 
morning in a blue cotton frock, at least two 
inches Icmger than the frocks she used to wear 
last year. If her face had not been as freckled 
as a turkey's egg and the skin had not been peel- 
ing off her nose with sunburn she would hare 
looked very pretty. Next year, I suppose, her 
frocks will be down to her ankles and she will 
be taking care of her complexion. Then, no 
doubt, she will look very pretty. But she will 
Dot look any more demure than she did that 
morning. 

"It is always right," she said, "to do good 
when we can, and to show kindness to those 
whose lot in life is less happy than our own." 

When Kitty looks particularly demure and 
utters sentiments of that kind, as if she were 
translating one of Dr. Watts* hymns into prose, 
I know that there is trouble ocnning. I did not 
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hare to wut long to find out what was in store. 

"Claire Lane's aunt," she said, "does a great 
deal of work for the children of the very poor. 
That is a noble thing to do." 

It is. I have heard of Miss Lane's work. 
Indeed I give a subscription every year towards 
carrying it on, 

"Chure," Kitty wait on, "is my greatest 
friend at school, and she sometimes helps her 
aunt. Claire is rather noble too, thou^ not 
so noble as Miss Lane." 

"I am glad to hear," I said* "that you bare 
such a nice girl for a friend. I suppose it was 
from her you leamt that it was ri^t to show 
kindness to those whose lot is less happy than 
our own." 

Batty referred to a letter which she had 
brought with her into the room, and then said: 

"To*day Cl^re and her aunt are bringing 
fifty children down here to spend the day play- 
ing oa the beadi and paddling in the sea. That 
will cost a lot and I expect you to subscribe, 
Unde JcAm," 

I at once huided Kitty all the money I had in 
my pocket. She took it without a word of 
thanks. It was quite a respectable sum, perhaps 
deserving a little gratitude, but I did not grudge 



itized by Google 



MY NIECE KITTY 228 

it. I felt I was getting off cheap if I only had to 
give money. My sister, Kitty's mother, under- 
stood the situation better. 

"I suppose I must send down bread and jam,'* 
she said. "Did you say fifty children, Kitty?" 

"Fifty or sixty," said Kitty. 

"Three pots of jam and ten loaves ou^it to 
be enough," said my sister. 

"And cake," said Kitty. "They must have 
cake. Uncle John," she turned to me, "would 
you rather cut up bread and jam or walk orer 
to the village and bring back twenty-five pounds 
of cake?" 

I was not going to get off so easily as I hoped. 
The day was hot, far too hot for walking, and 
the village is two miles off; but I made my choice 
without hesitation. I greatly jn^fer heat to 
stickiness uid I know no stickier job than mak- 
ing bread and jam sandwiches. 

"If you start at once," said Kitty, "you'll be 
back in time to help me with the bread and jam." 

I regret to say I was back in time to spread 
the jam out of the last pot. 

Miss Lane's party arrived by train at 12 
o'clock. By that time I had discovered that I 
had not bought freed<»n with my subscription, 
nor earned the title of noble by walking to the 
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Tillage. I wss expected to spend the rest of the 
day helping to amuse Miss Lane's picnic party. 
Kitty and I met them when they arrived. 

Miss Lane, the aunt, is a very plump lady 
with nice white hair. Her face, when she got 
out of the train, was glistening with perspiration. 
Claire, the niece, is a pretty little girl. She wore 
a pink frock, hut it was no pin^r than her face. 
Her efforts to show kindness to the children in 
the train had been too much for her. She was 
tired, bewildered, and helpless. There were 
fifty-six children, all girls, and they ranged in 
ages from ahout 18 years down to toddling 
infants. Miss Lane, the aunt, asked me to count 
them for her. I suppose she wanted to make 
sure that she had not lost any on the way down 
and that she would have as many to take h<»ne as 
she had when she started. Left to my own re- 
sources I could not possibly hare counted fifty 
delirious c^iidroi, not one of whom stood still for 
a single insttmt Kitty came to my rescue. She 
coursed up and down am«ig the chOdren, shout- 
ing, pushing, occasionally slapping in a friendly 
way, and, at last, corralled the whole party in a 
comer between two sheds. I have seen a well- 
trained sheep dog perform a similar feat in much 
the same way. I counted the flot^, with 
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flome difficulty even then, and noted the num- 
ber carefully in my pocket book. Then there 
was ft wild rush for the beach. Miss Lane 
headed it at first, carrying one of the smallest 
children in her arms and dragging another by 
the hand. She was socm orertaken and passed 
by Kitty and six lean, long-legged girls, who 
charged whooping, straight for the sea. Claire 
and I followed slowly at the tail of the proces- 
sion. I was sorry for her because one of her 
shoes was beginning to hurt her. She confided 
this to me and later on in the day I could see that 
the pain was acute. We reached the. beach in 
time to see Kitty dragging off her shoes and 
stockings. Eight or ten of the girls had walked 
straight into the sea and were splashing about 
up to their knees in water. Kitty went after 
them and dragged them back. She said that if 
they wanted to bathe they ought to take their 
clothes off. Kitty is a good swinmier, and I 
think she wanted those children to batiie so as 
to have a chance of saving their lives when they 
began to drown. Fortunately, Miss Lane dis- 
covered what was going on and put a stop to the 
bathing. She was breathless but firm. I do not 
know whether she shrank from drowning the 
children or held conventional ideas about the 
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necesdty of bathing diesses for girls. Whaterer 
her reasons were she absolutely forbade bathing. 
The day was extraordinarily hot and our work 
was most strenuous. We paddled, and I had to 
wade in several times, far abore the part of my 
legs to which it was possible to roll up my trous- 
ers. We built elaborate sand castles, ajad enor- 
mous mounds, which Eitty called redoubts. I 
was made to plan a series of trenches similar to 
tiiose used by the armies in France, and we had 
s most exciting battle, during which Kitty com- 
pelled me to become a casualty so that six girls 
might have the pleasure of dragging me back to 
a place of safety. We very nearly had a real 
casualty afterwards when the roof of a dug-out 
fell in and buried two infants. Eitty and I 
rescued them, digging frenziedly witii our hands. 
Miss Lane scooped the sand out of their mouths 
afterwards with her forefinger, said dried their 
eyes when they had recovered sufficiency to cry. 
We fed the whole party on buns and lemonade 
and became sticky from head to foot. We ran 
races uid had tugs-of-war with a rope made of 
stockings tied together. It was not a good rope 
because it always broke at the most exdting 
moments, but that only added to our pleasure; 
for both teams fell flat on their backs when the 
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rope gave way, and Miss Lane looked particu- 
larly funny rolling on the sand. 

At six o'clock the gardener and the cook, sent 
by Kitty's mother, came down from the house 
carrying a liurge can of milk and a clothes basket 
full of bread and jam and cake. We were all 
glad to see them. Even the most active children 
were becoming exhausted and were willing to sit 
down and be fed. I was very nearly done up. 
Poor Claire was seated cm a stone, nursing her 
blistered foot. Only Miss Lane and Kitty had 
any energy left, and Miss Lane was in an 
appalling state of heat. Kitty remained cool, 
owing perhaps to the fact that she was soaked 
through from the waist down, having carried 
twenty or thirty dripping infants out of the sea 
in the course of the day. 

My sister's gardener, who carried the milk, is a 
venerable man with a Icmg white beard. He is 
greatly stooped from constant digging and he 
su£Fers from rheumatism in his knees. It was 
his appearance, no doubt, which suggested to 
Kitty the absolutely fiendish idea of an obstacle 
race for veterans. The veterans, of course, were 
Miss Lmie, the gardener, the cook, who was a 
rery fat woman, and myself. Miss Lane agreed 
to the proposal at once with apparent pleasure 
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and the whole fifty-six children shouted with joy. 
The gardener, who has known Kitty since she 
was bom, recognised the uselessness of protest 
and took his place beside Miss Lane. The cook 
said she nerer ran races and could not jump. 
Auycme who had looked at her would have 
known she was speaking the truth. But Kitty 
would take no refusal. She took that cook by 
the arm and dragged her to the starting line. 

The course, which was arnuiged by Kitty, was 
a stiff <me. It took us all orer the redoubts, 
castles, and trendies we had built during the 
day and across a tract of particularly soft sand, 
difficult to walk over and most exhausting to 
anyone who tried to run. It finished up with 
what Kitty called a water jump, though no one 
could possibly have jumped it. It was a wide, 
shallow pool, formed in the sand by the flowing 
tide and the only way of getting past it was to 
wade through. 

I felt fairly confident I should win that race. 
The gardener is ten years older than I am and 
very stiff in the joints. The cook plainly did 
not mean to try. Miss Lane is far past the age 
at whid) women cease to be active, and was badly 
handicapped by having to run in a loag skirt. I 
started at top speed and deared the first redoubt 
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without difficulty, well ahead of anyone else. I 
kept my lead while I floundered throu^ three- 
trendies, and increased it among the castles 
which lay beyond. When I reached the soft sand 
I ventured to look back. I was gratified to see 
that the cook had given up. The gardener was 
in difficulties at the sectmd trench, and Miss 
Lane had fallen. When I saw her she was 
sprawling over a sand castle, surrounded by 
cheering children. It did not seem likely tha{ 
she would have strength enough to get up again 
or breath to run any more if she did get on her 
feet. I felt that I was justified in walking 
quietly over the soft sand. Beyond it lay a tract 
of smooth, hard sand, near the sea, and then the 
water jump. My supporters, a number of chil- 
dren who had easily kept pace with me and were 
encouraging me with shouts, seemed disap- 
pointed when I dropped to a walk. To please 
them I broke into a gentle trot when I reached 
the hard sand. I still felt perfectly sure that the 
race was mine. 

I was startled out of my confidence by the 
soimd of terrific yells, just as I stepped cau- 
tiously into the water jump. I looked round 
and saw Miss Lane. Her hair was flying behind 
her in a wild tangle. Her petticoats were gath- 
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ered well sbove her knees. She was crossing 
the hard sand at a tremendous pace, I saw that 
my cody chance was to collect my remaining 
energies for a spurt. Before I had made the- 
attempt Miss Lane was past me. She jumped 
a cleitf eight feet into the shallow water in iHiich 
I stood and came down with a splash which 
nearly blinded me with spray. I rubbed the 
salt water out of my eyes and started forward. 
It was too late. Miss Lane was ten or twelve 
yards ahead of me. She was splashing through 
the water quicker than I should have believed 
possible. She stumbled, and once I thou^ she 
was down, but she did not actually fall until she 
flung herself, breathless, at Kitty's feet, at the 
winning post. 

The children shrieked with joy, and Eitty said 
she was very glad I had been beaten. 

I did not jind^stand at the time why she was 
glad, but I found out afterwards. I was stiff 
and tired that evening but rather proud of my- 
self. I bad done something to be proud of. I 
had spent a whole day in showing kindness — I 
suppose it really was kindness — to those whose 
lot on otiier days is worse than my own ; and that, 
as Eitty says, is a noble thing to do. I was not, 
however, left in peace to enjoy my pleasant 
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mood of 3elf-<!oDgTatulation. I had just lit my 
cigar and settled comfortably in the verandah 
when Kitty came to me. 

"I suppose you know," she said, "that there 
was a prize for that veterans' race this after- 
noon." 

"No," I said, "I didn't know, hut I'm glad to 
hear it. I hope Miss Lane will enjoy the prize. 
She certainly deserves it." 

"The prize," said Kitty, "is " 

To my surprise she mentioned a sum of 
money, quite a large sum. 

" — ^To be paid," said Kitty, "by the losers, 
and to go to the funds of Miss Luie's Society 
for giving pleasure to poor diildren. The gar- 
dener and cook can't pay, of course, being poor 
themselves. So you'll have to pay it alL" 

"I haven't the mraiey in my pocket," I said. 
"Will it do if I send it to-morrow?" 

Kitty graciously agreed to wait till the next 
day. I hardly expected that she would. 

"By the way, Kitty," I said, "if I'd won, and 
I very nearly did, would Miss Lane have paid 
me?" , 

"Of course not Why should she? You 
haven't got a society for showing kindness to the 
poor. There'd be no sense in giving you money." 
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The gardener to whom I was talking nex€ 
morning, gave it to me as hb opinion that "Miss 
Kitty is a wonderful young lady." I agreed with 
him and am ^ad that she is my me<%, not my 
daughter. 
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A BOYAL MARRIAGE 

MICHAEL KANE carried His Maj- 
esty's mails from Clomuethan to the 
Island of Inishma. He made the 
voyage twice a week in a big red boat fitted with 
a motor engine. He had as his partner a young 
man called Peter Gahan. Michael Kane was a 
fi^erman, and had a knowledge of tbe ways of 
the strange tides which race and whirl in the chan- 
nel between Inishma and the munland. Peter 
Gahan looked like an engineer. He knew some- 
thing about tbe tides, but what he really under- 
stood was the motor engine. He was a grave 
and silent young man who read small books 
about Socialism. Michael Kane was grey- 
haired, much battered by the weather and rich 
in experience of life. He was garrulous and 
took a humorous view of most things, even of 
Peter Gahan's Socialism. 

There are, perhaps, two hundred people living 
on Inishma, but they do not receive many letters. 
Nor do they write many. Most of them neither 

233 

Dinitized by Google 



284 LADY BOUNTIFUL 

write nor receiTe any letters at all. A post twice 
a week is quite sufficient for their needs, and 
Michael Kane is not very well paid for earring 
the lean letter bag. But he makes a little money 
by taking parcels across to the island. The 
people of Inishrua grow, catch or shoot most of 
the things they want; but they cannot produce 
their own tea, tobacco, sugar or flour. Michael 
Kane takes orders for these and other things 
from Mary Nally, who keeps a s^op oa Inishrua. 
He buys them in Clonmethan and oonTeys them 
to the island. In this way he earns something. 
He also carries passengers and makes a little out 
of them. 

Last summer, because it was stormy and wet» 
was a Teiy lean season for Michael Kane. Week 
after week he made his journeys to Inishrua 
without a single passenger. Towards the middle 
of August he began to give up hope altogether. 

He and Peter sat together one morning on 
the end of the pier. The red post boat hung at 
her moorings outside the httle harbour. The 
day was windless and the sea smooth save for Ihe 
ocean swell whidi made shorewards in a long 
procession of round-topped wares. It was a day 
idiich might hare tonpted eren a timid tourisC 
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to Tisit the island. But there was no sign of 
anyone approaching the pier. 

"I'm thinking," said Michael Eane, "that we 
may as well be starting. There'll be no one 
coming with us the day." 

But he was mistaken. A passenger, an eager- 
looking young woman, was hurrying towards the 
pier while they were making up their minds to 
start. 

Miss Ivy Clarence had prepared herself for 
a voyage which seemed to her something of an 
adventure. She wore a tight-fitting knitted cap, 
a long, belted, waterproof coat, meant originally 
to be worn by a soldier in the trenches in France. 
She had a thick muffler round her neck. She 
carried a rug, a packet of sandwiches, a small 
handbag and an umbrella, of all possible ac- 
coutrements the least likely to be useful in an 
open boat. But though she carried an umbrella, 
Miss Clarence did not look like a fooL She 
might know nothing about boats and the way to 
travel in them, but she had a bright, intelligoit 
face and a self-confident decision of manner. 
She was by profession a journalist, and had con- 
ceived the idea of visiting Ireland and writing 
articles about that unfortunate country. Being 
an mtelligent journalist she knew that articles 
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about the state of Ireluid are orerdone and very 
tiresome. Nobody, especudly during the bolidajr 
season, wants to be bored with Irish politics. 
But for bright, cheery descriptions of Irish life 
and customs, as for similar descriptions of the 
ways of other strange peoples, there is always a 
market. Miss Clarence determined to exploit it. 
She planned to visit five or six of the larger 
islands off the Irish coast Thore, if anywhere* 
quaint customs, picturesque superstiticms and 
primitive ways of Uving mi^bit still be found. 

Michael greeted her as if she had been an 
honoured guest. He was determined to make 
the trip as pleasant as he could for anyone who 
was wise enough to leave the tennis-courts and 
the golf-links. 

"It's a grand day for seeing Inishrua," he 
said. "Not a better day there's been the whole 
summer up to now. And why wouldn't it be 
fine? It would be a queer day that wouldn't 
when a yoimg lady like yourself is wanting to 
go CXI the sea." 

Tins was the land of speedi, flattering, ex- 
aggerated, slightly surprising, which Michael 
Kane was accustomed to make to his passengers. 
Miss Clarence did not know that something of 
the same sort was said to every lady, young or 
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old, ^o ventured into Michael's boat. She was 
greatly pleased and made a mental note of the 
words. 

Michael Kane and Peter Gahan went orer 
to a dirty and dilapidated boat which lay on the 
slip. They seized her by the gunwale, raised her 
and laid her keel on a roUer. They dragged her 
across the slip and launched ha, how first, with 
a loud splash. 

"Step easy now, miss," said Michael, "and 
lean on my shoulder. Give the young lady your 
hand, Peter. Can't you see the sttxies is slippy?" 

Peter was quite convinced that all members 
of the bourgeois class ought to be allowed, for 
the good of society, to break their legs on slip- 
X>ery rocks. But he was naturally a courteous 
man. He offered Miss Clarence an coly hand 
and she got safely into the boat. 

The engine throbbed and the screw imder the 
rudder revolved slowly. The boat slid forward, 
gathering speed, and headed out to sea fat 
Inishrua. 

Michael Kane b^an to talk. Like a pianist 
who strikes the notes of his instrument tenta* 
tively, feeling about for the right key, he touched 
CHI one subject after another, confident that in 
the end he would light on sometiiing really inter- 
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esting to his passenger. Michael Kane was 
happy in this, that he could talk equally well 
on all subjects. He began with the coast scenery, 
politics and leli^on, treating these thorny 
topics with sudi detachment that no one could 
hare guessed what party or what church he be- 
longed to. Miss Clarence was no more than 
moderately interested. He passed on to the 
Islanders of Inishrua, and discovered that he 
had at last reached the topic he was seeking. 
Miss Clarence listened eagerly to all he said. 
She even asked questions, after the manner of 
intelligent journalists. 

"If it's the island people you want to see, 
miss," he said, "it's well you came this year. 
There'll be none of them left soon. They're 
dying out, so they are." 

Miss Clarence thought of a hardy race of men 
wringing bare subsistence from a nij^ardly soil, 
battered by storms, succumbing slowly to the im- 
possible conditions of their island. She began 
to see her way to an artide of a pathetic Uod. 

"It's sleep that's killing them off," saU 
Michael £!ane. 

Miss Clarence was startled. She had heard of 
sleeping sickness, but had always supposed it to 
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be a tropical disease. It surprised her to hear 
that it was ravaging an island like Inishrua. 

"Men or women, it's the same," said Michael. 
"They'U sleep all ni^t and they'll sleep the 
most of the day. Not a tap of work will be done 
on the island, summer or winter." 

"But," said Miss Clarence, "how do they lire?" 

"They'll not live long," said Michael. "Amn't 
I telling you that they're dying out? It's the 
sleep that's killing them." 

Miss Clarence drew a large notebook and a 
pencil from her bag. Michael was greatly 
pleased. He went on to teU her that the Inish- 
roa islanders had become enormously rich dur- 
ing the war. Wrecked ships bad drifted on to 
their coasts in dozens. They had gathered in 
unmense stores of oil, petrol, cotton, valuable 
wood and miscellaneous merchandise of every 
kind. There was no need for them to work any 
more. Digging, ploughing, fishing, toil of every 
kind was tmnecessary. All they had to do was 
eat and sleep, waking up now and then for an 
hour or two to sell their spoils to eager buyers 
who came to them from England. 

Michael could have gone on talking about the 
immense riches of the islanders. He would have 
liked to enlarge upon the evil consequences of 
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baring no work to do, the inevitable extinction 
wlach waits for those who merely sleep. But he 
W88 conscious tiiat Peter Gahan was becoming 
uneasy. As a good socialist, Peter knew that 
work is an unnecessary evil, and that men will 
never be healthy or happy until they escape from 
the tyranny of toiL He was not likely to listen 
patiently to Michael's doctrine that a race of 
sleepers is doomed to extinction. At any mo- 
ment he might burst into the conversation argu- 
mentatively. And Michael Kane did not want 
that. He liked to do all the talking himself. 
He switched off the decay of the islanders and 
started a new subject which he hoped would be 
equally interesting to Miss Clarence. 

"It's a lucky day you have for visiting tbe 
island," he said. "But sure you know that your- 
self, and there's no need for me to be telling 
you." 

Beyond the fact that the day was moderately 
fine, Miss Clarence did not know that tbere was 
uiything specially lucl^ about it. She looked 
enquiringly at Midiael Kane. 

"It's the day of the King's wedding," said 
Michael. 

To Miss Clarence "the King" su^ested his 
Majesty George V. But he nuvried some time 
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ago, and she did not see why the islanders should 
celehrate an event of which most people have 
forgotten the date. She cast round in her mind 
for another mcHiarch likely to he married ; hut she 
could not think of any. There are not, indeed, 
Tery many kings left in the world now. Peter 
Gahan gave a vicious dab at his engine with his 
oil-can, and then emerged feet first from the 
shelter of the fore deck. This talk about kings 
irritated him. 

"It's the publican down by the harbour 
Michael Kane's speaking about," he said. 
"King, indeed I What is be, mily an old man 
who's a deal too fatl" 

"He may be fat," said Michael; "but if he is, 
he's not the first fat man to get married. And 
he's a king right enough. There's always been 
a king on Inishma, the same as in England." 

Miss Clarence was aware — she had read the 
thing somewhere — that the remoter and less 
civilised islands off the Irish Coast are ruled by 
chieftains to whom their people give the title 
of King. 

"The woman he's marrying," said Michael, 
"is CHie by the name of Mary Nally, the same 
that keeps the post-<^oe and sells tobacco and 
tea and suchlike." 
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"If he's marryiDg her to-day," said Peter 
Gaban, "it's the first I heard of it." 

"That may be," said Michael, "but if you was 
to read less you'd maybe bear more. You'd 
hardly believe," he turned to Miss Clareoce with 
a smile — "you'd bu^ly beUere the time that 
young fellow wastes reading books and the like. 
There isn't a day passes without he'd be reading 
something, good or bad." 

Peter Gahan, thoroughly disgusted, crept un- 
der the fore deck again and squirted drops of 
oil out of his can. 

Miss Clarence ought to have been interested 
in the fact that the young boatman was fond of 
reading. His tastes in literature and his eager- 
ness for knowledge and culture would bare pro- 
vided excellent matter for an article. But the 
prospect of a royal marriage on Lushrua excited 
her, and she had no curiosity 'left for Peter 
Gahan uid his books. She asked a string of 
eager questi<xis about the festivities. Michad 
was perfectly willing to supply her with infor- 
mation; indeed, the voyage was not long enough 
for all her questions and his answers. Before 
the subject was exhausted the boat swung round 
s rocky point into the bay where the Inishrua 
harbour lies. 



itized by Google 



A ROYAL KARRIAGE 248 

*'Yaa see the white cottage TPith the double 
gable, Miss," said Michael. "Well, it's ttere 
Maiy Kally hves. And that young lad crossing 
the field is her brother coming down for the 
post-bag. The yellow house with the slates on 
it is where the king lires. It's the only slated 
house they have on the island. God help theml" 

Peter Gahan slowed and then stopped his en- 
gine. The boat slipped along a grey stone pier. 
Michael stepped ashore and made fast a couple 
of ropes. Then he gave his hand to Miss Clar- 
ence and helped her to disembark. 

"If you're thinking of taking a walk Uirou^ 
the island. Miss," he said, "you'll have time 
enou^ There's no hurry in the world about 
starting home. Two hours or three wiU be all 
the same to us." 

Michael Kane was in no hurry. Nor was 
Peter Gahan, who had taken a pamphlet frcxn 
his pocket and settled himself on the edge of the 
pier with his feet dangling over the water. But 
Miss Clarence felt that she had not a moment to 
lose. She did not want to miss a single detail 
of the wedding festiTities. She stood for an in- 
stant uncertain whether die should go first to 
the ydlow, slated house of the bridegroom or 
cross the field before her to the double-gabled 
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cottage where the bride lived. She dedded to go 
to the cottage. In any ordinaiy wedding the 
bride's house is the scene of most activity, and 
no doubt the same rule holds good in the case of 
royal marriages. 

The door of the cottage stood open, and Miss 
Clarence stepped into a tiny shop. It was the 
smallest shop she had ever seen, but it was 
crammed from ceiling to floor with goods. 

Behind the counter a woman of about thirty 
years of age sat on a low stool. She was knitting 
quietly, and showed no sign whatever of the ex- 
citement which usually fills a house on the day 
of a wedding. She looked up when Miss Clar- 
ence entered the shop. Then she rose and laid 
aside her knitting. She had dear, grey eyes, an 
unemotional, sdfHwnfidrait face, and & lean 
figure. 

*'I came to see Miss Mary Nally," said Miss 
Clarence. "Ferh&ps if she isn't too busy I could 
have a chat with her." 

"Mary Nally's my nam^** said the ybung 
woman quietly. 

Miss Clarence was surprised at the caJm and 
self-possession of the wanuai before her. She 
had, in the early days of her career as a journa- 
list, seen many brides. She had never seen one 
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quite so cool as Mary N^y. And this womui 
was going to marry a king I Miss Clarence, 
startled out of her own self-control, blurted out 
more than she meant to say. 

"But — ^but aren't you going to be married?" 
she said. 

Mary Xally smiled without a sign of embar- 
rassment. 

"Maybe I am," she said, "some day." 

"To-day," said Miss Clarence. 

Mary Kally, pulling aside a curtain of pen- 
dent shirts, looked out through the window of 
the little shop. She knew that the post boat 
had arrived at the pier and that her visitor, a 
stranger on the island, must have come in her. 
She wanted to make sure that Michael Kane was 
cm board. 

"I suppose now," she said, 'Hhat it was 
Midiael Eane told you that. And it's likely cAd 
Andrew that he said I was marrying." 

"He said you were going to marry the King 
of the island," said Miss Clarence. 

"Well," said Mary Nally, "that would be old 
Andrew." 

"But isn't it true?" said Miss Cliurence. 

A horrible suspicion seized her. Michael Eane 
might have been making a fool of her. 
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"Midiael Kane would tell you lies as quick 
Bs look at you," she said; "but maybe it wasn't 
lies he was teUiog this time. Come along now 
and we'll see." 

She lifted the flap of the counter behind ^^ch 
she sat and passed into the outer part of the 
shop. She took Miss Clarence by the aim and 
they went together throu^ tte door. Miss 
Clarence expected to be led down to the pier. 
It seoned to her plain that Mary Nally must 
wuit to find out fmn Michael whether he had 
told this outrageous story or not. She was quite 
willing to face the old boatman. Mary Nally 
would have something bitter to say to him. She 
herself would say something rather more bitter 
and would say it more fiercely. 

Maiy turned to the right and walked towards 
the yellow house with the slate roof. She ea- 
tered it, puUing Miss Clarence after her. 

An oldish man, very fat, but healthy looking 
and strong, sat in an armchair near the window 
of the room they entered. Round the walls were 
barrels of porter. On the shelres were bottles of 
whisky. In the middle of the floor, piled one 
on top of the oiber, were three cases full of soda- 
water bottles. 

"Andrew," said Mary NaHy, "there's a young 
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lady here says that you and me is going to be 
married." 

"IVe been saying as mudi myself this five 
years," said Andrew. "Ever since your mother 
died. And I don't know how it is we never done 
it." 

"It might be," said Mary, "because you never 
asked me." 

"Sure, where was the use of my asKng you," 
said Andrew, "when you knew as well as myself 
and everyone else that it was to be?" 

"Anyway," said Mary, "the young lady says 
we're doing it, and, what's more, we're doing it 
to-day. What have you to say to that now, 
Andrew?" 

Andrew chuckled in a good-humoured and 
tolerant way. 

"What I'd say to that, Mary," he said, "is 
that it would be a pity to disappoint the young 
lady if her heart's set on it." 

"It's not my heart that's set on it," said Miss 
Clar^ice indignantly. "I dcm't care if you never 
get married. It's your own hearts, both of than, 
that ought to be set (HI it." 

As a joumdist of some years' experience she 
had, of course, outgrown all sentiment. But 
she was shocked by the cool indifference of these 
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lovers who were prepared to many merely to 
obli^ a stranger whom they had never seen be- 
fore and woe not likely to see again. But Mary 
NaUy did not seem to feel that there was any 
want of proper ardour in Andrew's way of 
settling the date of their wedding. 

"If you don't get up out of your chair," she 
said, "and he off to Father McFadden to tell him 
yrba^B wanted, it'll never be dtme either to-day 
or any other day." 

Andrew roused himself with a si^. He took 
his hat from a peg, and a stout walking-stick 
from behind a porter barrel. Then, pohtely but 
firmly, he put the two women out of the house 
and locked the door behind them. He was ready 
to marry Mary Nally — and her shop. He was 
not prepared to trust her among his porter bar- 
rels and his whisky bottles untU the ceremony 
was actually completed. 

The law requires that a certain decorous pause 
shall be made before the celebration of a mar- 
riage. Papers must be signed or banns pub- 
lished in church. But Father McFadden had 
hved so long on Imshrua that he had lost respect 
for law and perhaps forgotten what the law was. 
Besides, Andrew was King of the island by 
right of popular assent, and what is the use of 
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being a king if you cannot orerride a tiresome 
law? The marriage took place that afternoon, 
and Miss Clarence was presort, acting as a kind 
of bridesmaid. 

No sheep or heifers were killed, and no inor- 
dinate quantity of porter was drunk. There 
was, indeed, no special festivity on the island, 
and the other inhabitants took very little notice 
of what was happening. They were perhaps, 
as Michael Kane said, too sleepy to be stirred 
with excitement. But in spite of the general 
apathy, Miss Clarence was fairly well satis6ed 
with her expoience. She felt that she had a 
reidly novel subject for the first oi her articles 
on the life and customs of the Irish islanders. 

The one thing that vexed her was the thought 
tiiat Michael Kane had been laughing at her 
while he talked to her on the way out to the 
island. On the way home she spoke to him 
severely. 

**You*Te no rij^t," she said, "to tell a pack of 
lies to a stranger who happens to be a passenger 
in your boat." 

"Liesl" said Michael. "What lie was in it? 
Didn't I say they'd be married to-day, and they 
werer 

Miss Clwence mi^t have retorted that no 
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sheep or heifers had been killed and Tery liHle 
porter drunk, but she preferred to leave these 
details aside and stick to her main point. 

"But they didn't mean to be married,*' she 
said, "and you told me " 

"Begging your pardon, miss," said Midiae], 
"Init they did mean it. Old Andrew has beat 
meaning it ever since Mrs. Nally died and left 
Mary with the shop. And Mary was willing 
enough to go with him any day he asked her. 
It's what I was telling you at the first go off. 
Them island people is dying out for the want of 
being able to keep frcan going to sleep. You 
seen yourself the way it was. Them ones nerer 
would hare been married at all only for your 
going to Inishrua and waking them up. It's 
thuikful to you they ought to be. 

He appealed to Feter Gahan, who was crouch- 
ing beside his engine imder the fore-deck. 

"Ou^tn't they to be thankful to the young 
lady, Feter," he said, "seeing they'd never hare 
been married <mly for her?" 

Feter Gahan looted out from his shelter and 
scowled. According to the teaching of the most 
adranoed Socialists the marriage tie is not a 
blessing but a curse. 
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AUNT NELL 

MRS. MacDERMOTT splashed her 
way across the yard towards the stable. 
It was raining, softly uid persistent^. 
The mud lay deep. There were pools of water 
here and there. Mrs. MacDermott ndther 
paused nor picked her steps. There was no rea- 
son why she should. The rain could not damage 
the tweed cap on her head. Her complexion, 
brilliant as the complexions of Irish women often 
are, was not of the kind that washes o£F. Her 
rou^ grey skirt, on whidi rain-drops ^stened, 
came down no further than her knees. On her 
feet were a pair of rubber boots which reached up 
to the hem of her skirt, periiaps further. She 
was comfortably indififerent to rain and mud. 

If you reckon the years since she was bom, 
Mrs. MacDermott was nearly forty. But that 
is no true way of estimating the age of man or 
woman. Seen, not in the dusk with the light 
behind her, but in broad daylij^t on horseback, 
she was little more than thirty. Such is the re- 
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ward of liring an outdoor life in the damp di- 
mate of Connauglit. And her heart was as 
young as her face and figure. She had known 
no serious troubles and very few of the minor 
cares of life. Her husband, a man twenty-fire 
years older than she was, died after two years 
of married life, leaving her a very comfortable 
fortune. Nell MacDermott — the whole country 
called her Nell — hunted three days a week every 
winter. 

"Why shouldn't she be youngf John Gaf- 
ferty, the groom, used to say. "Hasn't she fire 
good horses and the full of her skin of meat and 
drink? The likes of her never get old." 

Johnny Gafferty was rubbing down a tall bay 
mare when Mrs. MacDermott opened the stable 
door and entered the loose box. 

"Johnny," she said, "you'll put the cob in the 
governess cart this afternoon and have him round 
at three o'clock. I'm going up to the station to 
meet my nephew. I've had a letter from his 
father to say he'll be here to-day." 

Johnny Gafferty, though he had been eight 
years in Mrs. MacDermott's service, had never 
before heard of her nephew. 

"It could be>" he said, cautiously, '^at the 
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captain will be bringing a horse with him, or 
maybe two." 

He felt that a title of some sort was due to 
the nephew of a lady like Mrs. MacDermott. 
The assimiption that he would have a horse or 
two with him was natural All Mrs. MacDer- 
mott's friends hunted. 

"He's not a captain," said Mrs. MacDermott, 
"and he's bringing no horses and he doesn't hunt. 
What's more, Johnny, he doesn't even ride, 
couldn't sit on tiie back of a donkey. So his 
father says, anyway." 

"Glory he to God!" said Johnny, "and what 
sort of a gentleman will he be at all?" 

"He's a poet," said Mrs. MacDermott. 

Johmiy felt that he had perhaps gone beyond 
the limits of respectful criticism in expressiog 
his first astonishment at the amazing news that 
Mrs. MacDermott's nephew could not ride. 

"Well," he said, "there's worse things than 
poetry in the world." 

"Very few siUier things," said Mrs. MacDer- 
mott. "But that's not the worse there is about 
him, Johnny. His health is c<»npletely broken 
down. That's why he's coming here. Nerve 
strain, they call if* 

"That's what they would call it," said Johnny 
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sympathetically, "when it's a hi^-up gentleman 
like a nephew of your own. And it*s hard to 
blame him. There's many a man does be a bit 
foolish without meaning any great harm by it.** 

"To be a bit foohsh" is a kindly, West of Ire- 
land phrase which means to drink heavily. 

"It's not that," said Mrs. MacDermott. "I 
don't believe from what I've heard of him that 
the man has even that much in him. It's just 
^at his father says, poetry and nerves. And 
he's coming here for the good of his health. It's 
Mr. Bertram they call him, Mr. Bertram Con- 
nell." 

Mrs. MacX>ermott walked up and down the 
platform waiting for the arrival of her iwpbew's 
train. She was dressed in a very becoming pale 
blue tweed and had wrapped a silk muffler of a 
rather brighter blue round her neck. Her brown 
shoes, though sbvng, were very well made and 
neat. Between than and her skirt was a ccm- 
siderable stretch of knitted stocking, blue like 
tiie tweed. Her ankles were singularly well- 
formed fuid omiely. The afternoon had turned 
out to be fine and she bad taken some trouble 
about her dress before setting out to meet a 
strange nephew whom she had not seen since he 
was five years did. She mi^t have taken more 
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trouble still if the nephew had been anything 
more exciting thui a nerve-shattered poet. 

The train steamed in at last. Only one pas- 
senger got out of a first-class carriage. Mrs. 
MacDermott looked at him in doubt He was 
not in the least the sort of man she expected to 
see. Poets, so she understood, hare long hur 
and sallow, clean-shaven faces. This young 
man's head was closely-cropped and he had a 
fair moustache. He was smartly dressed in well- 
fitting clothes. Poets are, or ought to be, sloppy 
in their attire. Also, judged by the colour of his 
cheeks and his vigorous step, this man was in per- 
fect health. Mrs. MacDennott approached him 
with aome hesitation. The young man was 
standing in the middle of the platform looking 
around. His eyes rested on Mrs. MacDennott 
for a moment, but passed from her again. He 
was expecting someone whom he did not see. 

"Are you Bertram Connell, by any chance?" 
asked Mrs. MacDennott, 

"That's me," said the young man, "and I'm 
expecting an aunt to meet me. I say, are you a 
cousin? I didn't know I had a cousin." 

The mistake was an excusable one. Mrs. 
MacDennott looked very young and pretty in 
her blue tweed. She appreciated the compliment 



b,Googlc 



356 LADY BOUNTIFUL 

paid her all the more because it was obrioualy 
aiiu^Te. 

"You haven't any cousins," she said. "Not 
on yo\a father's side, anyway. I'm your aunt." 

"Aunt Nelir* he said, plainly startled by the 
information. "Great Scott I and I thought " 

He paused and looked at Mrs. MacDeixoott 
with genuine surprise. Then he recovered his 
self-possession. He put his arm round her net^ 
and kissed her heartily, first on one cheek, then 
on the other. 

Aunts are kissed by their nephews every day 
as a matter of course. They expect it. Mrs. 
MacDermott had not thou^t about the matter 
beforehand. If she had she would have taken 
it for granted that Bertram would kiss her, oc- 
casionally, uncomfortably and without convic- 
tion. The kisses she actually received embar- 
rassed her. She even blushed a httle and was 
annoyed with herself for blushing. 

"There doesn't seem to be much the matter 
with your nerve," she said. 

Bertram became suddenly grave. 

"My nerves are in a rotten state," he said. 
"The doctor— specialist, you know, tip-top man 
— said the only thing for me was life in the 
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country, fresh air, birds, flowers> new milk, all 
that sort of thing." 

"Your father wrote all that to me," sud Mrs. 
MacDermott. 

"Poor old dad," said Bertram, "he's horribly 
upset about it." 

Mrs. MacDermott was further puzzled about 
her nephew's nervous breakdown when she sug- 
gested about 7 o'clock that it was time to dress 
for dinner. Bertram who had been talking 
cheerfully and smoking a good deal, put his arm 
round her waist and ran her upstairs. 

"Jolly thing to hare an aunt like you," he 
said. 

Mrs. MacDermott was slightly out of breath 
and angry with herself for blushing again. At 
bedtime she refused a good-ni^t kiss with some 
dignity. Bertram protested. 

"Oh, I say. Aunt Nell, that's all rot, you 
know. An aunt is just one of the people you 
do kiss, night and morning." 

"No, you don't," she said, "and anyway you 
won't get the diance to-morrow morning. I 
shall be off eaxly. It's a hunting day." 

"Can't I get s horse somewhere?" said Bar- 
tranL 
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Mrs. MacDermott looked at faim in astonish- 



"Your father told me," she said, "that you 
couldn't ride and had nevei been <m a horse in 
your life." 

"Did he say that? The poor dad! I suppose 
he was afraid I'd break my neck." 

"If you're suffering from nenrous break- 

"I am. Fri^tfuUy. That's why they sent 
me here." 

"Then you shouldn't hunt," said Mrs. Mac- 
Dermott. "You should sit quietly in the library 
and write poetry. That reminds me, the rector 
is coming to dinner to-night. I thought you'd 
like to meet him." 

"Why? Is he a sporting old bird?" 

"Not in the least; but he's the only man about 
this country who knows anything about poetry. 
That's why I asked him." 

Johnny Gafferty made a report to Mrs. Mac- 
Dermott when she returned from hunting which 
surprised her a good deal. 

"The young gentleman, ma'am," he said, 
"was round in the stable this morning, shortly 
after you leaving. And nothing would do him 
only for me to saddle the bay for him." 
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"Did you do itr 

"What else could I do/' said Gafferty, "when 
his heart was set on it?" 

"I suppose he's broken his own neck and the 
mare's knees," said Mrs. MacDezmott. 

"He has not then. Neither the one nor the 
other. I don't know how he'd do if you faced 
him with a stone wall, but the way he took the 
bay over the fence at the end of the paddock 
was as neat as ever I seen. You couldn't have 
done it better yourself, ma'am." 

"He can ride, then?" 

"Ridel" said Gafferty. "Is it ride? If his 
poetry is no worse nor bis riding hell make 
money by it yet." 

The dinner with the rector was not an entire 
success. The clergyman, warned beforehand 
that he was to entertain a well-known poet, had 
prepared himself by reading several books of 
Wordsworth's Excursion. Bertram shied at the 
name of Wordsworth and insisted on hearing 
from his aimt a detailed account of the day's 
nm. This puzzled Mrs. MacDermott a little; 
but she hit upm an explanation which satisfied 
her. The rector was enthusiastic in his admira- 
tion of WordswOTth. Bertram, a poet himself, 
evidently suffered from professional jealousy. 
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Mrs. MacDermott, who had looked forward to 
her nephew's visit with dread, began to enjoy it. 
Bertram was a cheerful young man with an easy 
flow of slangy c<mversation. His tastes were 
very much the same as Mrs. MacDermott's own. 
He smoked, and drank whisky and soda in mod- 
erate quantities. He behaved in all respects 
like a normal man, showing no signs of the ner- 
vousness which goes with the artistic tempera- 
ment. His politeness to her and the trouble he 
took, about her comfort in small matters were 
very pleasant. He had large handsome blue 
eyes, and Mrs. MacDermott liked the way he 
looked at her. His gaze expressed a frank ad- 
miration which was curiously agreeable. 

A week after his arrival Mrs. MacDermott 
paid a high complimoit to her nephew. She 
promised to mount him on the bay mare and take 
him out hunting. She had satisfied herself that 
Johnny Gafferty was not mistaken and that the 
young man really could ride. Bertram, exdted 
and in high good hiunour, succeeded, before she 
had time to protest, in giving her a hearty kiss 
of gratitude. 

The morning of the hunt was warm and moist. 
The meet was in one of the most favourable 
places in the country, Mrs. MacDermott, draw- 
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ing tm ber gloves in the hall before starting, 
noted with gratification that her nephew's 
breeches were well-cut and his stock neatly 
fastened. Johnny Gafferty could be heard out- 
side the door speaking to the horses which he 
held ready. 

A telegraph boy arrived oa a bicycle. He 
handed the usual orange envelope to Mrs. Mac- 
Dennott. She tore it opea impatiently and 
glanced at the message inside. She gave an 
exclamation of surprise and read the message 
throu^ slowly and carefully. Then, without 
a word, she handed it to her nephew. 

"Very sorry," the telegram ran, "only to-day 
discovered that Bertram had not gone to you as 
arranged. He is in & condition of complete 
prostration. Cannot start now. Connell." 

"It's fran my brother," said Mrs. MacDer- 
mott, "but what on earth does it mean? You're 
here all right, aren't you?" 

"Yes," he said, "I'm here." 

He laid a good deal of emphasis on the "I." 
Mrs. MacDermott looked at him with sudden 
suspicion. 

"I've had a top-hole time," he said. "What 
an utterly incompetent rotter Connell is I He 
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had nothing <m earth to do but lie low. His 
father couldn't have found out." 

Mrs. MacDennott walked over to the docff 
and addressed GafFerty. 

"Jciuuiy" she said, "the horses won't be 
wanted to-day." She turned to the 3roung num 
who stood beside her. "Now," she said, "crane 
into the Llinuy and explain what all this means." 

"Oh, I say. Aunt Nell," he said, "don't let's 
miss the day. I'll explain the whole thing to 
you in the evening after dinner." 

"You'll explain it now, if you can.** 

She led the way into the library. 

"It's quite simple re^y," he said. "Bertram 
Connell, your nephew, thou^ a poet and all 
that, is rather an ass." 

"Are you Bertram Connell, or are yrai not?" 
said Mrs. MacDomott. 

"Oh Lord, na I'm not that sort of fellow at 
all. I couldn't write a line of poetty to save my 
life. He's — you simply can't imagine how 
fri^tfuUy brainy he is. All the same I rather 
like him. He was my fag at school and we were 
up together at Cambridge. I've more or less 
kept up with him ever since. He's more like a 
girl than a man, you know. I daresay that's 
why I liked him. Then he crocked up, nerves 
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and that sort of thing. And they said be must 
come over here. He didn't like the notion a bit. 
I was in London just then on leave, and he told 
me bow be bated the idea." 

"So did I," said Mrs. MacDennott. 

"I said that he was a silly ass and that if I 
had the chance of a month in the west of Ireland 
in a sporting sort of house — be told me you 
hunted a lot — I'd simply jump at it. But the 
poor fellow was fri^tfully sick at the prospect, 
said be was sure he wouldn't get on with you, 
and that you'd simply hate him. He had a book 
of x>oetry just coming out and he was hoping to 
get a play of his taken on, a play about fairies. 
I give you my word be was very near crying, so, 
after a lot of talking, we hit on the idea of my 
c<Muing here. He was to lie low in London so 
that his fatiier wouldn't find him." 

"You neither of you thought about me, ap- 
parently," said Mrs. MacDermott. 

"Oh, yes we did. We thought as you hadn't 
seen him since he was a child that you wouldn't 
know him. And of course we tbou^t you'd be 
frightfully old. There didn't seem to be much 
haim in it." 

"And you — ^you came here and called me Aunt 
Nell." 
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"You're far the nicest aunt I've evet seen or 
even imagined." 

"And you actually had the cheek to " 

Mrs. MacDermott stopped abruptly and 
blushed. She was thinking of the kisses. His 
thoughts followed hers, though she did not com- 
plete the sentence. 

"Only the first day," he said. "You wouldn't 
let me afterwards. Except once, and you didn't 
really let me then. I just did it. I give you my 
word I couldn't help it. You looked so jolly. 
No fellow could have helped it. I believe Ber- 
tram would have dme the same, thou^ he is a 
poet." 

"And now," said Mrs. MacDermott, "before 
you go " 

"Must I go " 

"Out of thb house and back to London to- 
day/' said Mrs. MacDermott. "But before you 
go I'd rather like to know who you are, since 
you're not Bertram Connell." 

"My name is Maitland, Robert Maitland, but 
tiiey generally call me Bob. I'm in the 80th Lan- 
cers. I say, it was rather funny your thinking 
I couldn't ride «id turning on that old parsm 
to talk poetry to me." 

Mrs. MacDermott allowed herself to smile. 
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The matter was really settled that day before 
Bob Maitland left for LondcHi; but it was a week 
later when Mrs. MacDermott announced her 
decision to her brother. 

"There's no fool like an old fool," she wrote, 
"and at my age I ought to have more sense. 
But I took to Bob the moment I saw him, and if 
he makes as good a husband as he did a nephew 
we'll get on tt^ether all rig^t — thou|^ he is a 
few years younger than I am." 
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